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FAS ME 


To the very much. Elteemned | 
JOHN" DRYDEN, Eſq; 


18 ee * every one that chaſes 
a Patron, that either the Worth or 
good Narure of the Perſon has de- 
termin d hint to that Choice; He 


vrofeſſes that le has very mean Thoughts 1 


his own Performance, and ſo ſtands in need of a 


Protector: He begs a Name whoſe Luſtre might | 


med ſome Reputation on his Work, or elſe harh 
been oblig*d, and bound in Gratitude to make this 


publick Acknowledgment of the Goodneſ&of the 


Man. How eminently Lou, Sir, are endow d wit h 


the firſt Qualification of a Patron every one knows F 


too well to need Information; and where can this 


Trifle find a Corner that hath not been fill'd with. 


Mr. Dryden's Name? *Tis You, Sir, that have 2d. | 
vanc'd our Dramatick to its Height, and ſhow'd 
that Epick Poetry. is not confin'd\.to Italy and Dar 
That You are honour'd by the beſt, and envy'd by 
others, proclaims Excelleney and Worth; For true 
Honour is built only qpon Perfection: And Eni 
as it is as ſharp bete fo *tis as ſoaring as an 
Eagle, and who ever ſaw it ſtoop at a Sparrow or. 
a Wren? And that Candor and Goodneſs have the 
greateſt Share in your Compoſition, 1 dare appeal 
to every one whom. You. have any way pe”! d. 


. | with 


21 


\ 


— 
— 


7 'The « Evil Dedicathr; 


« with Your Converſation; theſe fo fill your Mind 
that there is no Room left for Pride, or any diſ 
obliging Quality: This appears from the Encourage- 
ment You are ready to give any tolerable Attempts, 
and reach out a helping Hand to all thoſe who en- 
deavour to climb that Height where You are al- 
ready ſeared : Ev'n this ows its Completion to 
thoſe Smiles which You condeſcended to beftow up- 


on ſome Parts of it, and now ventures. to appear a | 


Second time, where at firſt it found a fayourabte 


Entertainment. Tis Horace, Sir, whom You have 
thought worthy Tour study and Imitation, that 
flies to You for Protection, and perhaps will beg it 
Againſt the Injuries I my ſelf have done him; You, | 
Sir, are beſt acquainted with i the Difficulties of 


the Undertaking, can moſt eaſily TOTAL, and & 
N Wen the Dae s of, 
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IPREFACE. 


inſtructs the Toung Orator what to Read, 
and, aſter Homer and Virgil are chiefly 
commended to his Study, he tells him, That 
conſiderable Improvement may be made from the Lyrick 
Poets, but there is great Care to be taken in the choice, 
ſome ſelef parts only out of each Author to be permitted 
ag And he ſays particularly of Horace, That he 

ed not have all in him Interpreted: What he means by 
ee is evident to every one that underſtands 


thelExtent of the Word, and the Ancients Method FInſtru - 


ding; and why this Caution is reſtrain d ta the Odes, and 
not apply'd ito the Sat yrs as well, ſiuce the reaſon upon which 
be fixes it feems common to both, muſt be taken from the 
deſign and ſubjelt Matter of the Poems; to deſcribe and 
reform a vicious Man, neceſſarily requires ſome Expreſ- 


fins which an Ode can never want: The Paint which _ 
an Artift uſes muſt be agreeable to the Piece which he 


Deſiens; Satyr is to inſtruct, and that ſuppoſeth a Know - 
ledge ani Diſcovery of the crime, "mile Odes are 
made only to delight and pleaſe, and therefore every 
thing in thrm that juſtly offends is wunparlonable, EL) 
eur Common, Schools this Rule of Quintillian # grie- 


*euſly neglected, all is permitted to every Eye, and laid” © 


open to the dulleſt ſixht by the moſt ſhameful Notes that 
can be N Tou way ſec a Grammarian With, 4 de- 


UTE 


f 


Viatillizn, in the firſt Baka his E : 


* 


5 = "A N. > 
meager. EOS wow. = * 
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—— - 
. mure Mouth ery out, O Fœ dum! at 4 looſe. Expreſinll .1 
*« * and get preſently fill a Page.with a more fulſom Ex of 
plication; and the deſign of all his Pains is only to Wl ;, 
dulge a petulant Humour, or aſſiſt the lazy Ignorang 
of the common Inftruttors of our Touth: If any fhauil 10 
> reckon this among ft the" confiderable' Cauſes of the Corri 
tibns of our Manners,” certainly all thoſe” wou aſſeu 
who ſee that a Stream will be foul when the Fountan ; 
it ſelf it muddy: Nor is this a fingle Opinion, ai is n. 
dent from their happy Induſtry, who haus correfted (ms Wl « 

_ of eur Authors, and ſent them abroad Naked, and un 
correipted with Foreign Notes; this Method as it Thar 
the Modeſty of the Touth, ſo it muſt be a conſiderabl 
Improvement to his. Parti, ſince his Mind and Memory 
and not only bis Eye, muſt. be employd. I am bound 
| thank fully to acknowledge the Pious Care of Mr. The 
mas Curganven, now of Shirburn in Dorſetſhire, i 
this matter, he did not want, or if he had, his Virtu 
and Induſtry had contemn'd, ſuch Helps, having ſcarcbl 
ante the Secrets of the Claſſicks, and being an excellent 
Example of unwearied Diligence, and regular Carriage 
zo all under his Tuition : To his Inſtruction I owe what 
at preſent I underſtand of theſe Books, and to his Rule 
my, bopes of future A'tainments : The ſame Princi- 
* made me Cautiuus of ſome Odes, tho I have ff 
by three more upon 4 different Account. 
This juft Debt being paid to my Honoured Infiru@er, 
the Part that concern my ſelf, Reader, will give 
thee little Trouble. I cannit chuſe but ſmile nom and 
hen o think that I who have not Muſick enough to un- 
derſtand ane Note, and 190 little ill Nature (for that is 
commonly "thought a neceſſary Ingredient) to be 4 C. 
Hei, ſhould venture wpon Horace: Ils certain out 
| _— js net capable of the Auen, of the * 


PREFACE; 


and therefore if the Senſe of the Author is geliver l, 

the Variety of Expreſſion kept, (which I muſt deſpair of, 5 
aſter Quintillian hath aſſur d us that he is mojt happily 
bold in his Wards) and his Fancy not debas'd, r 


cannot think my ſelf able to improue Horace) *ris all 


that can. be eupected from a lin: This the admi- 


rable Cowley conſider d when he undertook, Pindar, and 
hath drawn' a ſhort and full Apalogy for the like Un- 
dertakings : We muſt conſider, ſays he, the great 
« Difference of Time betmixt his Age, and ours, which 
& changes, as in Pictures, at dealt the Calowrs of Poetry; 
ee the no leſs Difference betwixt the Religions and Cu- 
« ſtoms of our Countries, a thonſand Particularities of 
tc Places, Perſens and Manners, which de but con ed. 


&© ly appear. to our Eyes at this Diſtance 3 and lajily | 


c (which were enough alone for my Purpoſe) we muſt 
© conſe der that our Ears are Strangers to the Muſick, 
« of bis Numbers, which ſometimes, (eſpecially in Songs 
<< and Odes) almoſ® without any thing eiſe. mae an 
excellent Poet: Tis true he improves this Conſideration, 
and urges it as concluding againſt all ftri and faith- 


ful Verſions: in which I muſt beg leave to diſſent, 
thinking it better to convey down the Learning of the 


Ancients, than their empty Sound ſuited to the preſent 
Times, and ſhow the Age their whole Subſtance, rather 


than their thin Ghoſt imbody'd with fome light r 


f my own. | 


As for ill Natwre, Horace requires none, nay $fſ- © 


claims it in a Satyriſt; his ſharpeſt 'Touches, if we | « 
lieve beth himſelf, and thoſe that beſ# un ſtood bi: 


are innocent Waggery, Admiſſus cixcum præcordia ludit. 
He endeaupurs to laugh Men ont of their Vices, and 

doth not lance or cauterize the Sores, but tickdes ti he © 
heals; and how much this Method ſurpaſſes the rougher - 


9 


= 


— 


| pam with a black Eye, than 4 ſmutted Fare? Som 


yo and Parallels for Hypocrifie, Profaneneſs, Avarice and 


humour of dirting one 


Humor in their Bod) 75 which Falls into their Pen, and if 
t drops upon 4 Man Reputation that is as bright and 
ſolid -as poliſbt Steel, it ſullies it preſently, and ety 


frar d, like Mad: Dogs, for their Teeth and Foam; ant 
are excellently repreſented by Lucan's Baſilist, 


And all alone in the vaſt Deſart reigus. 


Hock enough, I will boneftly endeavour to repay; Inf 
. #he Debt which J have contracted from my Lord Rok 


knowledge, that I ewe the en 
4 Art * Pers ATR | 


PREFACE. | 


1 every one may imagine who knows that "ti 
more grievous to any Man to beRidiculd than Beaten; 
and tuo is there that would not rather appear in Com- 


fem aduis'd me to turn the Satyrs to our own Time, 
they ſaid that Rome was nom rivalld in her Vin, 


the like were eaſle to be found; But thoſe Crimes un 
much out of my Acquaiutante, and ſince the Charaſlu 
5s the ſame whoever the Perſon is, I am not ſo fond of 
being hated as to make any diſobliging Applications: 
Such pains would look like an impertinent labour te fink 
a Dungbil, only that I might ſatisfie an unacconntable 
one Man's Face, and beſpatteving 
another: Some have taken this way, and the Illus 
ture of the World bath conſpir d to think, their Rade 
meſs Wit; all their Smartneſi proceeds from à ſhaij 


thro", Such are never lov'd, or prais'd, but ſpun d and 


Who drives all other Serpents from the Plains, FD 


What I have borrow'd from others, if eber 1'ham 


common , ſo vaſt, that 7 hall never be able to diſ 
charge; to his admirable Verſion I'7 40 gratefully as 
ite we. Zines 11 
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ODE I. Tb Mzcaxas._ | 


| Several | Men have ſeveral Delights,... 3 — vu 
Lyrick Poetry 15 his, 


Ec AS boin of Royal Blood, 25 "lj 
m My Joy, my Guard, and ſweeteſt 600% = 1 , 
some love with rapid Wheels ag raiſe - — 
Mohnpian Duſt, and gat her Praiſe; | 

MF Where Races won, and Palms beſtow'd, 

Dd lift a King into a God: | 

Aud ſome in high Commands are proud, 

EW That great 5 of the Coney . | ay | 
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: 
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"hc # © RAC E's Boo! 


Blown by their breath the Bubble flies, 
; W Gaz'd at a while; z then breaks and dies: 
Another ploughs his Father's Fields, 
Eis Barn holds all that Dia yields; 
And hopes of Wealth and Worlds of Gain, 
—_— Shell never tempt him from the Plain; a 
1 Or draw his fearful Soul to ride 
| 4 Z Ta feeble Ships, and tem the Tide: 
vi ® a The Merchants toſt in angry Seas, 
4 * That praiſe their Fields, and quiet Eaſe, 
= Yet iigg their tatter'd Ships once more, 
VHVntaught, unable to be poor: 
5 9 | underneath a Myrtle Shade, © 5 
; | . Or by ſmooth Springs ſupingly laid, LEY 
EE With Mirth, and Wine, aud 


t 
- 


q | 2 = 
1 = Contract the buſineſs of the Day: N 
1 Shrill Trumpets gounds and noiſy Wars, . 


. 1 Thar Mothers hate, pleaſe other Ears: 
| —WM boy The Hunter doth his Eaſe forgoe, 
He lics abroad in Proft, in Snow ; 
Y — He ſoon forgets eee Wife, 
| 1 | oh And all the ſoft delights of Life, 
1 [ wü faichful Hounds a Deer purſue, | 
ot have a raging Boar in view: EO 
rue purling Streams and mady Grove + If 
= The Nymphs and Satyrs dance, and love, 
EBieeen Ivy Crowns chat only ſpread | 
wien Honours round a t Head, 
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Boox I. 0 D EC 
Shall raiſe my Name Shove the Crpnd, 
And lift me up into a God, 

if Muſes kind ſhall firing my Lyre, 

or Tune my Pipe, and Heats inſpire: 

If You, my Lord, approve my Vein, 

And count me *monegſt the Hyrick Train, 
Secure from Death Pl proudly riſe, 
And hide my Head in lofty Skies. 


WY = a. . 


Rome hath ſmarted for killing Cæſar, 
all their Hope 


eſt Pyrrha's Age returnꝰ d 4 hy Ry | i 
Jo viſit Hills, and glide i in Oey 


he Fiſhes hung on lofty OPT, 


Ba” 8 


4 * 


* 
3 % 
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O D E II. To Aveusrus. hs 


and, 


'S are in Auguttus, 2 


ay 


Strange Age, when from the former Floods | 
Old Proteus drove his ſcaly Herd "Ba Þ 


Thoſe Seats well known to Doves before" 3 2. 
The ſ. preading Waves ſnatcht trembling Does, * 
Ws ſwam, and look'd in yain for ae 3 


&- 7-426" 2 * . err 
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. we ſaw ſwoln eee ber 5 2 


"Whilſt He,.coo too Uxorious Flood, 


oe How mall our Virging ſoften, Fate, 


And 8 expiate  Caſar's Blood 


TED 85 Oren thy bright Shoulders caſt a Cloud, 


* g — 
Fat n 


And from the Tuſcan Waves retire ; 
The Monuments of Kings oerthrow, 
And hiſs in Vhs ſacred Fire: 


sols big wich fury, cuts along 4 
© The lefi-hand Banks, though Fove withſtood, 
he” ' To right Complaining Ilias wrong. 
| The Youth ſhall hear that impious Steel 


| Againſt our ſelves we madly drew, 
Which better haughty Meds, ſhould feel, 


Shall ve invoke with earneſt =_— 


And oy Fn 8 — * 


Will Jove appoint? Apollo come, 


8 kindly ſuccour guilty Rome, 


'Or Venus fair, whom Ine tend. i 
- Whom. Youth flies round, and ſmiling Grace; 
O Father Mars at laſt deſcend, 
And pity ON —_— Race. = 0k 
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Oh long, too long, thy fierce denz 2 5 -M 
Hath glutted Thee, whom. Wars do pleaſe £0 | 


With Darts and Spears, and ſtern in Fighr by N Ws. 4 


The fiight ful Moors unlearn'd in Eaſe. 


or whether chang'd to Mortal Eyes 
You ſeem a Youth, kind winged God, 
Nor doſt the friendly Name deſpiſe | WO 
Of the Avenger of our Ceſar's Blood. — Jes . BD 
Oh late may You return to Foe, _ 4,7 
May quiet» Days extend thy Reign, __ 
Nor vext at Us in haſte remove eee 
To viſit happy Seats again. e 


Our Empire's kades Erne, and Gude, e 

In Triumphs live; Nor let the Mees, 1 

Proud in our Spoils, unpuniſh'd ride, | 4 5 2 = 
Whilſt Mighty Ceſar bravely leads. . > 20k 1 by | 


— ” fl 
dns * 1 . a / 
ad... 
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ODE Il. 7» V 1K 1 1 f "MN b 
Taking 4 Voyage to Athens. | 


8 may kind Venus guide thy sails, 

So Helen's Brothers ſhining stars, 

| Secure thee from thy fears: 1 

80 Eol looſe the Southern Gales, | 57; 
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And i the other Winds al, 

As Thou doſt waft my Virgil o'er, 

And land him on the Attick Shore; 
Preſerving half my Soul. 


His Heart was Braſs, who firſt did dare 
In feeble Ships to ſtem the Seas, 

1 Who weeping Hyades 
And Monſters ſaw, nor fear'd to bear. 


Who ſaw the headlong Whirlwinds fight, 
And South- winds rage, that beſt can raiſe 
Or ſmooth the Adriatick Seas, 

Nor dy'd at ſuca a "wa 


\ 


What Face of Death can move "IRE ears, 
That ſaw with an undaunted Eye 
__ Vaſt Rocks, and Waves as high; 3 
And could reſtrain his flowing Tears? 


, 10 vain the Gods deſign'd, in vain, 
EF”. Ia Vain they did the Lands divide 
By an unfriendly Tide, 
If impious Ships can ctoſs the Main. 


uin forc'd by an imperious Will. 
1 ”. Do's make all haſte to be undone, 
| '2 Aud very eagerly ruſh on 

1 . To conxt forbidden III. 


2 Fa HORACE's Boox 


_ Pr4- 


4,3 "7 OD: ... 
Prometheus brought Celeſtial Fire, 
which firſt by wicked Arts He ſtole, | ke 
To give his Clay a Soul, „ 
And kindle this abſurd Delire, | | 
F | « 4 
But Vengeauce ſoon purſu'd Deceit, 
For thence began unknown Dileaſe,. 
Thence cruel Feavers firſt did ſeize, 
And took their fatal Heat. 


Then lazy Death did mend her pace, | 4 

Our Lite contracted to a ſpan, | | Y | 
Death came in haſte on Man, „ 

And ſtopt his yet unfiniſh'd Race. 1 » 


We With wings which Nature's Laws deny, *Y 
rug D<deizs did boldly dare - ©. © 

4 To beay the Empry Air, 1 
nd wander thro the liquid Shy. f = 


Thro' Hell the fierce Alcides. ran, | | 
He ſcorn'd the ſtubborn chains of Fate, > 
And rudely broke the Brazen Gate; 


Weg is too hard for Man. i) 1 


Grown Giants in Impiety, \ 
Our Impious Folly dares the Sky, 
We date aſſault Jove's glorigus Throne, 


N B | 
— g a | 4 g ? 1 Nor, $ 
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4 Will we permit his lifted Hand 
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Nor, ſtill averſe to his Command, 


To lay his Thunder down. 


0 D IV. 
He adviſeth his Friend 75 live merrily, 


Sn Winter melts, Favonius ſpreads his Wing, 
A pleaſing change, and bears the Spring: 
Dryships dra vn down from ſtocks now plow theMais 
And ſpread their greedy Sails again : 
Nor Stalls rhe Ox, nor Fires the Clowns delight, 
And Fields have loft their hoary white: 
The Nymphs and Graces joyn'd thro' flowry Meads 
By Moon-light dance, and Venus leads: 
Whil& labouring Cyclops furious Vulcan tires, 
And heats their Forge with raging Fires: 
Now crown'd with Myrtle, crown'd with riling 
i Flow'rs . 
From looſen'd Fields, drive eaſie ak, ; 
A Lamb to Faunus, if he moſt approyes_ 
A Kid, a Kid muſt Rain the Groves: 
With equal Foot, rich Friend, impartial Fate 
Knock at the Cottage, and the Palace Gate: 
Life's ſpan forbids Thee to extend thy Cares, 
| 3 ſtrerch thy Hopes beyond thy Years: 
Night 
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ht 


I” © 5 — 85 f 5 a 3 * * * * 9 — 
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port, ODEs” 
Night ſoon will ſeize, and, You mlt llady z 


To ſtory'd Ghoſts, and Plates Houſe belom, 


go 


Where once arriv'd, adieu to Wine and Love, 


And all the ſoft Delights above: 


No Feaſts, where Thee the happy Lot may Plaes 


The Juſt Diſpoſer of the Glaſs: 
No Lycidas, no fait ſurprizing Boys” 
Or to admite, or to enjoy: oy 1 4 


3 


No Lycidas, who now our Youth do's Chitin, 


And feen alt all Gut wüten wang. 


. 2 2 — ** 


ODE "Ye. 


_ bewitching Miſtreſs. 


HAT tender Youth upon a Roſy Bed 
With Odouts flowing round his Head 
Shall ruffle Thee, and looſe a Heart? 


\ 
He rejoices at 27 Deliverance from his 


For what fond Youth wilt Thou prepare 


The lovely Mates of thy Hair, 


And ſpread Charms neat without the help of are: 


How oft unhappy ſhall he devs to find 
The fickle Baſeneſs of your Mind? | | 
whe he that ne er felt Storms before, 

* ; 


Þ 


# . 


Shall - 


"—=— 


at 


4 10 HORA 0 E. „ 


| 2 © Shall ſee black Hear in ſpread o'er with Clouds, 
| And threatning Tempeſts roſs the Floods, 
- Whilſt Helpleſs He in vain looks back for Shore. 


Now, fondly, now. He rifles all thy Charms, 
He warftons in thy pleaſing Arms, 
And boaſts his Happineſs Compleat: 
He thinks that you will always prove 
As fair, and conſtant to his Love; [Chea. 
And knows not how, how ſoon thoſe Smiles may 


Ah! wretched thoſe who Love, yet ne'er did try 
The ſmiling Treachery of thy Eye! 
2. But I'm ſecure, my Danger's o'er, 
2:1 } My Table ſhows the Cloaths I vow'd 
if: When midſt the Storm, to pleaſe the God 
I have hung up, and now am ſafe on Shore. 


0 
— 7” 


0 D E VI. Tv ARI PA 


Varius may- Record his great Adio, 
but Love me be * Tee of " 
Songs. 


HEE great in Arms ſhall Vari: ſing, 3 
In Conduct wiſe, and bold in Fight; 
What Conqueſts under your Command, 


J 


n. 
a 


7 Wb" | | 2 | | 4 * 5 : 
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The Legions wan by Sen and WY: „ 
The ſame ſhall boldly write be 
With Quills that drop'd from lofty e wins: ; 
My tender * muſt Wars refules ' _ 
Spears, Trophies, and the armed Field, 
The fierce Pelides haughty Rage | 5 
That ſtill preſt forward to engage, 
And knew not how to yield, 
Are things too weighty for my feeble Muſe: 


WW . 


strict Modeſty confines my Tongue, 1 
And Shame forbids me to diſgtacgdge _ 

A Subject high, ſo ngar Divine | 
As mighty Ceſar's Praiſe and thine, 1 
And your gteat Names debaſe 2 E 

By the officious meanneſs of a Song: | 


For who in worthy Strains can Write 
Mars dreadful in his Iron Coat? 

Or ſhow the black Merione © 1 

In Trojan Duſt ſeverely gay? 75 " = 

Or how Tydides fought 2 „ 

By Dallas Aid, and merci d the Gods in acht? 1 


I ling ſoft Boys and Virgins Wars, —_—_— 
How ſoon they ſmile, how angry ſoon” * - 
With cloſe par'd e and tender Tooth | 
| : © They 


3 
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They all nden ruffling Touth ; ; 


*. 


Thus urge my Frolick On, 
And bid Farewel, A ME Farewel to ' Cares, 


— 


ODE VI. 


He commend: Plancus bis Seat, and ad. 
| ved hins to enjoy his Life. 


ome Ansel, or 1 Rhodes will praiſe, 
Or two-ſca'd Corinth's Honour raiſe; 
Some Thebes for Bacchns fam'd in ſounding Strains, 
Or flowry Tempe's open Plains: 0 
Some fill their laſting Verſe with high renown 
Of Virgin Pallas learned Town; 
And whilſt they ſtugioully their i beſtow, 
To All prefer the Olive Bough: 
To Honour Juno, Argos ſome proclaim, 
Or raiſe Adcene, high in Fame; 
Not patient Sparta, Tempe's fruitful Fields, 
1 Nor all that fat Lariſſa yields, 
Can raiſe my Fancy; no, I all contemn 
Compar d to fair Allunsa's Stream; 
My warter'd Orchards headlong , .Anis's Flood, 
Or quiet Tibur's ſhady Wood : 
As fair South-Winds will bruſh the Clouds away, 
"8. I always brood a rainy Day, 


ö S0 
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Book I. ODE 8-0. 3 wy 
| So Plancus, Lou, what ever Life you lead, 25 
Or play at home in Tibur's Shade, bo 
Or fill the ſhining Camp, and lead the War, 
With Wine fill wiſely-end thy Care: 
| When Teucer fled diſtreſsꝰd by angry Fate, 
Bis Country, and his Father's Hate, 
With Poplar Crowns He grac'd his drunken Head, | 
And thus to drooping Friends he ſaid, 
Whatever Chance the kinder Parent ſends, 
we'll bravely bear, my noble Friends : \ \ # 
Adieu fond Care, deſpaiting Fears be gone 1 
Whilſt Texter guides, and leads you on: | _- 
Unerring Phabus ſays our hands ſhall raiſe 
A City in another place, 
Another Salamis: Cheer, rouze your force, 
For We have often ſuffer'd worſe: 1265 
Drink briskly round, diſpel all c!ondy Sorrow, 
Drink round, we'll plow the Deep to morrow, 
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ODE VIII. 7⁵ L Vo IA. 
Who had made Lybaris W 


** 


3 LL me, Lytle, tell me this, 

17 all the Gods I do conjure Thee tell 
Why Thou wilt Ruin Zybarss, | 

| \ By loving of the Youth too well? 


44 HORATE's Boon 
Why doth He hate the Plain 
: That can endure the fury of the Skies, 


The burning Sun, the Wind and Rain: 
By Nature fitted fox the Prize ? 


| Why how refuſe to ride 

Amidft his Equals, and with graceful force 
The fury of his Courſer guide, 
And er fir the een Horſe? 


why Yellow Löber s stream 
Doth He now hate? Why fear to touch the Flood, 
And why the ſhining Oyl contemn _ 
With greater care than Viper's e 


Why do his Arms no more 
Look black with blows and honourable ſcars, - 
Which once with juſt Applauſe He bore; 
When Fame attended on his Wars? 
/ 
. | 
$0 juſtly prais'd for Art, [Throns 
80 fam'd for Strength, when through the wondting 
Beyond the bounds he threw the W 
W hich ſwiftly Pore his Praiſe . 


Why doth bs now lye hid, 
As once, complying with his Mother's fears, 
The Great, the Brave Achilles did, 
Leſt Manly dreſs mould force him on to Wars? 
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ODE. IX. 
He adviſeth his Friend to live merrily. 


* 


E E how the Hills are white with Snow, 
9 The Seas are rough, the Woods ate toſt, 
The Trees beneath their burthen bow, 

And purling Streams are bound in Froft. 


Diſſolve the Cold with noble Wine, | 
Dear Friend, and make a rouzing Fire, 


Gainſt Cold without, and Care within, 
Let both with equal force conſpire. i 


With all things elſe, come, truſt the Gods, 
Who when they ſhall a Calm reſtore, 

And ſtill the Storms that toſs the Floods; 
Old 1 and Aſhes ſhake no more. 


All Cares and Fears are fond and vain, | 
Fly vexing Thoughts of dark to-morrow; 

What Chance ſcores up, count perfect gain, 
And baniſh Buſineſs, baniſh Sorrow. 


'Whilt Thou art Green, and Gay, and Young, 
Fer dull Age comes, and Strength decays, 

Let Mirth, and Humour, Dance, and Song 
Be all the Trouble of rhy Days. 
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” « © The Court, the Mall, the Park, and Stage, 
With eager Thoughts of Love purſue; 
Say Evening whiſpers fit thy Age, 
And be to Aſſignation true. 


Now love to hear the hiding Maid, 
Whom Tout h hat h fir*d, and Beauty charms, 
By her own tittering Laugh betray'd, 
And forc'd into her Lover's Arms. 


Go dally with thy wanton Miſs, - 
And from the Willing ſeeming Coy, 
Or force a Ring, or ſteal a Kiſs; 
For Age will come, and then farewel to Joy. 


= 4 1311 
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In Praiſe f MERCURY. 
Weet ſ{mooth-Tongu'd God, wiſe Atlas Son, 
Whoſe Voice did mould Mens flinty Heatts, 


Juſt riſen from their Parent Stone, 1 
By ſoftning Muſick, and inſtructing Arts. 


7 


Thee, Thee my Muſe ſhall gladly ſing, 
Thee Poſt of Heav'n, and Guard of Hell; 
Firſt Mover of the charming string; 

By waggiſh Thievery cunning to conceal, 
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Unleſs you would reſtote the Cows 45 
Whilſt with his Voice He dar d the Child, 


And threatned with his angry Brows, 
Now He had loſt his Bow, Apollo ſmibd. 


Rich f Priem with a Pious haſte, | 

Whilſt You did guide his trembling Feet, 

Theſſalian Fires ſecurely paſt, 5 
The Camp, and proud Atrides haughty Fleet. 


You gently guide the Pious Souls 

To happy Seats ; Your Golden Rod 

The flitting Troop controuls; | 
O lov'd, Above, Below, "A every God. 
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He adviſeth his Friend to live merrily, © | 
and take no Care for To- Morrow, 


n do not ſtrive too much to knows 
My dear LAconoe, f 

W hat the kind Gods deſign to do 

| With Me and Thee, 


Ah do not You conſult the Stars, 
Contented bear thy Doom, 

Rather than thus increaſe thy Fears 

For what will come: 1 


a '* 
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8 Whether t hey Il give one Winter more, 
Or elſe make this thy laſt; 
Which breaks the Waves on Trrbene Shore | 
With many a Blaſt, SE * 
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| Be-Wiſe, and Drink; cut off long Cares 
2 a From thy contracted Span, 
Mor firetch extenſive hopes and fears 

| | - Beyond a Man: 
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Eben 3 we ſpeak che Envious Time 
Doth make ſwift haſte away, 
Then ſeize the Preſent, uſe thy Prime, 
Nor truſt another Day. 


0 DE XIl. "To Aveusrus 


HAT Man, what Hero, Karely Muſe, 

| Wilt thou deliver down to Fame? 
What God for thy great Subject chuſe? 

"And make the vanes. Eccho ſport his Name 


ober Helicon's Oe ON Grove, 
Ober Pindus, or cold Hemus Hill? 
Whence liſt'ning Woods did gladly move, 

And al to hear {weet N wondrous Quill. 


* 
* 
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soon 1. 0-2 F$ x 
He by his Mother's Art could bind. 
The headlong fury of the Floods ; 


Allay rough Storms, appeaſe the Wind, | 
Ind looſe from their fixt Roots tis Woods.. 


£2 F 


Whom firſt? ſhall 1 creating Jove 
With pious Duty gladly fing, 

that guides below, and rules above, 
WT The great Diſpoſer, and the mighty King? 

Than He none greater, next him none 

That can be, is, or was: 

supreme he {ingly fills the Thronez / 

Yet Pallas is allow'd the neareſt place, 


Thy Praiſes, Bacchus, bold in War, 

My willing Muſe will gladly ſhow, 

And, Virgin, Thee whom Tygers feat; 
And Phabas dreadful for unerring Bow. 


Alcides Acts my Muſe muſt write, 
And Leda's Sons; one fam'd for Horſe, 
And one in cloſe and handy Fight 
Of haughty Bravery, and of noble Force. 


When neck their Stars at once appear, | 
The Winds are huſht, they rage no more; 
(It is their Will) the Skies are clear, _ 


And Waves roul 885 n quiet Shore. . 
N Kal 


20 HORACE » Booxtlf 


Shall Romulus ſtand next to Theſe? 
Or furious Tarquin's haughty Reign? 


Or, Numa's Laws and pious Peace? | 

01 Cato's noble Fall, and Kerce Diſdain? 

The Scauri next, the be, the Good? 
Or Regulus his conſtant Truth? : 


Or Paulus prodigal of his Blood 


| when Hannibal oerthrew the I Youth? 


Or mall 1 ſing in laſting verſe 
Fabricius Mind, too great for Gold? 


Or elſe rough curius Praiſe rehearſe, 
In rn prudent, and in Action bold? 
Him and Camillss fam'd for War, 

In a poor Houſe, and mean Eftate, 
Want poorly bred on hardy fare, 


And made them Rrong to prop Rome's ſinking Fat 


Marcellus like an Oak doth rift e, 
And Julius Ca ſur's Light appears, 
As in fair Nights and ſmiling Skies 
T he beauteous Moon amidſt che meaner Stars. 


Great Saturn's Off. ſpring, mighty Jb. 


pot | Whoſe greateſt Care is Caſar's Fate; 


Serenely You may reign above, 


| Whit here Auguſtus keeps the ſecond State. 


And 


N 


And whether He in triumph leads 
The Parthians that on Latium preſt; 
Or beats the Indians and the Medes, 

id ſpoils the diſtant Nations of the Eaff; 


He leſs than Thou, rules all below, 
Whilft Thy hot Wheels may ſhake the Clouds, 
And dreadful Thunder. fiercely throw 

On Groves N and on unhallow' d Woods. 
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0 D E XIII. ws 
His Jealouſie occaſions his Dee 


Hen Lydia praiſes Damon's Charms, 
His roſy Neck, and waxen Arms, 
His Air, and rowling Eye; 
My Mind ſcarce thinks on what it does, 
My ſickly Colour comes and goes; 
I rage, I burn, I dye: 


I loſe my former vital Grace, | 
And Tears ſteal ſoftly down my Face; 
Cold feeble Sweats begin, 
Cold feeble Sweats that plainly ſhow 
How fierce the Flame, and yet how flow 
That melts my Soul within: 


/ + 


at » 


. 1 5 


— 


. HORACE" 


"I rage to ſee thy Shoulder ſtain'd, 
Or ſnowy Breaſt, by drunken Hand 
Too lovingly unkind z 
or when the ruffling Am' rous Youth 
Hath preſt thy Lips with eager Tooth, 
And left a Mark behind: 


Coy Hadia, all Hy hopes are vain 
Still ro endure the pleaſing pain 
Of a ſurprizing Kits, - 
Which Venus doth in Nectar ſteep, 
And hang upon the balmy Lip, 
I To draw us on to Bliſs, / 
. $8 * if N : 
Thrice happy They, that free from ſtrife 
Maintain'a Love as long as Life; 
| | Whoſe fixt and binding "Init 
No intervening Jealouſie, 5 
| No Fs and no Debates untye; 
. Death alone can a 


0 D . X I V. 
Jo the Common- wealth, which Was u0w 
4 Feady 7 0 engage in another C rol W. ar, | 
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A ND ſhall the raging Waves again 
Beat Thee back into the Main! 


Oh what doſt do! put cloſe to Shore, 
And never truſt the Ocean more: 
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Thy Oars are gone, and Sout hern Blaſts 
Have rent thy Sails, and torn thy Maſts; 3 
Nor wit hout Tackling can't thou brave 

The violent fury of the Wave: 8 
Thy stern is gone, thy Gods are loſt, 
And thou huſt none to hear thy Cr/% 
When thou on dangerous Shelves att toſt, 
When Billows rage, and Winds are high: ' y 

Tho? thou art built of noble Wood, 3 
And gay as ever cut the Flood; 0 
Alas! *tis but an empty Name, 

Nor will the Seas regard thy Fame: 
What fearful Seaman dares relx | 
On. gilded Sterns when Winds are-high? 
Vain ſhow, not fit to-ſail but pleaſe, 

An eaſie prey to angry Seas: 

Tho' often Thou haſt ſafely paſt, 
Thou ow'ſt a ſport to Winds at laft: 
Oh lately Thou my Grief and Fear, 

And now my freſh and preſent Care, 
Take heed,” and fly the flattering Seas 
Between the ſhining Cyclades. £3 4 
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ODE xy. 
' Nereus ſings the Fall of Troy, 90C 911 
I Paris's Rape of Helen. 


Hen faithleſs Paris ſtole away, 
Aud carry'd Helen thro? the Sea; 
Then Nerews ftilPd the Wind? 
He quieted the angry Seas, 
And lull'd the Billows into eaſe, 
|. Eaſe ro te Lovers n ROTO 


- Whilſt thus he Pay Thou carry'f-1 home | 

Thine own, falſe Youth, and Country's doom; 
| Whom. Greeks ſhall fetch again | 

With all their force; and all combine 


"To break that wicked Match of thine, 
And Ancient Priam's noble Reign. 


What Labour, ah! what Duſt and Heat!, 


And how the Men and Horſes ſweat! 


Ah Troy what Fates engage! 
en furious Pallas now prepares 


Bier Helmet and her Shield for Wars; 


Her dreadful Chariot, and her Rage. 


In vain ſhalt thou thy Safety place 


In Venus Aid, and paint thy Face; 
In vain adorn thy Hair; 


* 


2 . 8 * 
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vain thy feeble Harp ſhalt move, — 
nd ſing ſoft Tales of eaſie Love, 1s 
o pleaſe rhe wanton and the fair. 


n vain ſhalt Thou avoid thy Foe, 

he winged Dart, and Cretan Bow, 
Things grievous to thy Joys: 

n vain with grief ſhalt fear to view 

tout Ajax eager to purſue, - 

nd ſtrive to fly the hated noiſe. 


But ah too fate, ah much too late 
Thou ſhalt endure the ſtroak of Fate, 
And find the Gods are juſt: 

roo late Thou ſhalt deſery*dly feel 

The force of the revenging Steel, 

nd ſoil th Adulterous Locks in Duſt. 


doſt Thou not ſee grave Neſtor's Age, 
uud fierce V1. ſes wilely Rage, | 
The ruin of thy State? 
or Teucer's brave undaunted Force 
or Stheneleus that drives his Horſe 
is furious and as faſt as Fate? 
h Thou ſhalt ſee Merione 
In Trojan Duſt ſeverely gay; - 
And fierce —_— raves 
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They leave their Herbs, with panting Breath, | 
They ſlrive to ſhun purſuing Death; 
Was this thy Promiſe to thy Love! 
Shall Troy s approaching Fate prolong ; 


: Theſſalian Flames and Grecian Fire 


And fill the Matrons * with Tears. 


Deſtroy, in Flames (tho' ſcarce ſo hot 
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Look 5 he frowns, and roves s about 
o find the Feeble Parts out; 
Tydides, as his 1 ather brave. 

Theſe feeble Paris thou ſhalt fly, 


As trembling Does whoſe Fears eſpy | 
A Lion in à Grove; 


Achilles angry for a Wrong 
But after certain Yeats . 


Shall o'er the proudeſt Piles aſpire, 1 23 
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0 DE XVI. 
A Recantation for a Copy of lambicks \ 


written on a young Lady. 


LH Daughter fair, of greater Charms 
Than thoſe with which thy Mother warms, 
My guilty Verſes how you pleaſe 


4 that fierce Rage with which 1 mote) 


5 20004 in the angry Seas. 
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: 


ot Cybele ſuch Heat "aſians, 
Cer Phæbus with ſuch raging pins. 


ot Bacchus ſelf can raiſe a Man 
af ſo much as Anger can 


Tot Tears nor Kindneſs. den fung 

ſor Force nor Danger ub the Rage, 
It ventures boldly on 

ſcorns to be confin'd by Joe, © 

r all the Thund'ring Powers above, 


hen bold Prometheus firſt began, 
5 Story goes, to make a Man, 
d Furniſh out his Clay, 


nd to compleat his a 


was Rage that made the Brothers hate, 
ge wrought Thyeſtes wond tous Fate; 


bat fed the Father with the Son, 


Stood by, and tw was ! 
| 9 
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His Prophets Soul 8 55 


But by its boundleſs ſelf alone. 


From every thing He act a pare 


'Twas Rage that kill'd the Child; 


when it ſaw the mighty Miſchief done, 
it ſinil'd. 


when one it bars the n. 265 
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And plac a Lion's hug in the Hear 
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Then curb SEA Sang N 


7 5 But now I do repent the wrong, | 
And now compoſe a ſofter Song 


And ſwear thoſe Scandals were not Truth; 


A 


. HO RACES Boox uf 


5 that that raiſes all our Wars, 

And brings our Dangers and our Fears, 
When the inſulting Foe, 

Whilſt Anger burns, and Rage e 

Oer Town and ee EY W alls A l 


4 


That once my heedleſs Touth betray'd, 
It rais'd a deadly Flame; | 
And burry'd on my thoughtleſs Muſe 

In ſwift Iambicks to abuſe ' 

And wanton with thy Fame. 


To make Thee- juſt amends: 
Recant the Errors of my Youth, 


$0 Tou and I be Friends. | 
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0 D E Xv! „ 
n Commend: bis Country Seat, ad U-: 
vites bis Miſtreſs thither. - 


Co Faunus oft Lyceun lea behind, 
And to my pleaſing Farm retreats; 
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And from the Summer Heats #Þ 
| Defends my Goats, and Roms the Ry von . 
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| O'er Vales, o'er craggy Rocks, "ou Hills they fray, 9 
Seek flowry Thyme, and ſafely broue KH 
And wanton in the Boughsz 

Nor feat an angry 8 poet in che . | 
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No lurking Venom ſwells the kebkes Mould, 
The Kids are ſafe, the tender Lambs 
Lie bleating by their Dams 
Nor hear the Ty Wolves gin none the Fold, 
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Soft rural Lays ehirw? every Vally Coeds 
By low Uſiica's purling Spring 
Whilſt from the even Rocks the Tunes rebound, . 
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Kind Heay'n defends my ſoft Aboads, 


I live-the Gods peculiar Care, 
'Secure and free from Fear ; 3 


ur Songs and my Deyotion pleaſe whe Gods. 


«# 


| Here naked Trath, Love, .Peace, teas reign, 


And here to Thee ſhall Plenty flow, 
And all her Riches ſhow, Ks 
To raiſe che Hogpus of the quiet Hain 


Here _ Vales — 2 cool Aa 

8 N Or underneath an Atbor's Shade 

x Hi For Love and Pleaſure made, 
Thou ſhalt aveid the * raging Heat 


| And ſweetly ſing the barnleſs Wars of Li,” 
How chaſt Penelope's Deſires, 
And wanton Circe's Fires, 
With various Heats bu one Vines Krove: 


* 


At Neon with Wine the fiery Beams ange 


Beneath a Shade on Beds of Graſs; 
And talte a Chirping Glaſs, 
But never diu ti Minth-boils up to Rage.. 


- Ne'er fear thy old Gallant, He's far away, 
He fhall not ſee, nor ſeize, nor tear 
Thy Chaplet from thy Hair; 


1 e ſhall have _—_— and have toom to play. 
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Wine moderately taken cheers the Mind, | 
but too mach makes Men mad, 


EAR Varus urge thy wiſe Deſign, 
D And chiefly plant the noble Vine ö 
In Tibur's fertile Shade, | #2 
Or round Catilles Wall, ay 
The ſober Dotards Cares invade, | 1 
And numerous Miſchiefs wait on all. 


\ 


Pale Cares are rude, 
And muſt intrude _ 
Until forgetful Cups go round; 
And who in drink doth prate of Wars, 
Of Want, or State Affairs? | 5 
Each Head is free, and buſie Thoughts aredrown'd; 
But Mirth, and Women, Sport, and Play 1 
Is all the trouble of the Day. — q | 


* 


But leſt thy growing Mirth ſurpaſs 
The moderate freedom of a merry Glaſs, 
Think on the Centaurs Blood; 
Think how thoſe Beaſts did fight, 
With Wine and Gore their Tables flow'd ; 
And then command thy Appetite, 


6 4 What 


f 


HORACE's BON 
What wild Deſires, 
V hat Madneſs fires ; 
The Thracian Bruits ; how fierce a God, 
When Drunken They all Right and Juſt 
Do meaſure by their Luſt, 
And eagerly ruſh on to Brawls and Blood? 
Attending Death ftrikes every Gueſt, 
And none ſurvive the fatal Feaſt. 


% ? 


| Submitting to thy eaſie Yoke 
P11 freely uſe, but ne'er provoke 
Thy Rage, obliging God; 
Nor mall my Tongue reveal 
To the prophane and common Crowd 
The Myſteries thy Boughs conceal: 


Preſerve my Age 
From drunken Rage, 
Which blind Self. love does fill 90. 
With Vanity, which loves to ſpread 
Her Plumes, and raife her Head 
Above the Common level of her Friend; 
| With theſe with an uneven Pace | 
Walks broaken Faith, which lets all Secrets pals, 
Much more tranſparent than a Glaſs. 
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ODE XIX. To Gr YCERA 1 
2 confeſſeth his Love. FR) . 1 


H E «cuet Mather of Walked 8 
And wanten Youth, reproyes, =” 

And bids me, rais d by Bacchus Fires, 

Reſtore my ſelf to my forſaken Loves: ak 


Fair Ghycera my Wiſh Teva, 

More white than poliſht Marble Stones 
Inviting, coy and ſlippery Looks, © 
Coy Looks, too {lippery to be gaz d upon. 


, 


Now Venus leaves her Cyprian Seats, 5 
And fills my Soul with all her Heatsz 
Bids me not mind the Parthian Force, 
When dreadful on his Flying Horſe —_— 
He makes his proud and conquering Retreat. 


All that I think on muſt be Love; | = 

Bring Wine, my Boys, an Altar rear, EE 

A tender Lamb perhaps may move, 4 
And make the angry Goddeſs leſs ſeyere. _ 


C-s | MD, o DE 


— ec 5 tis i Ts _ PE i 
* 1 
: * 


0 D E — «4 


He invites 1 to take a Batt 1 


+3 


. 1 Mine at his Houſe. 


yOOR Sabine Wine, i in Cups as poor, 
u all my preſent fore; 
| a was bottled then, when You, my Lord, 
| * In crowded Theaters ador'd 
Ia Smooth Tyber's Banks around 
Return'd. the joy ful Sound, 
And babling Eccho's the glad ſhouts reſtor d. 


—— 


| o | 
Richi Casks from the Colenian Vine, 
Or ſmooth cæcubian Wine 
Tour Cellar ſtoxe; but meaner Juice 
Contented I muſt humbly uſe; 
My Cups the Formian Hill 3 
Nor the Falernian fill; | 
is Wealth's great privilege to be profuſe, 
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ODE XXL. 


A exhorts the Biys and Maids to fing , I 
| Apollo's and Diana's Praiſe. | 
ei WM 8 
E tender Maids, Diana ſing; 
Apollo Praiſe, Ye riſing Boys, 
Z And both to equal Honours bring; 
Latona too, whom mighty Fove | 
| Did deeply love, - - - _- 
And how the pious Duty of your Joys. 


Diana fing, Diana loves 

The purling Springs that ſoftly flow, \ 
The pleaſing Woods and quiet Groves | | 
That thady Erymanthus beats, | 7 
Z Or cragis rears, 5 : 
or in cold Algidum but lowly grow. N 


Ye Males with equal Songs rehearſfſe 
The flowry Tempe's open Air, 1 
Or ſing with an immortal verſe 
Fair Delos Hle, the happy Earth 
That gave him Birth : 
His charming Harp, his Bow, and graceful Hair. 


He 
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| | ne by your Pious vous o- ercome 
i” v pale Famine, and rough Wars ſhall drive 
3 From Ceſar, and his happy Rome, 
And make thoſe raging Plagues infeſt 
The diſtant Weſt: 
Whilſt we in wanton Peace and Plenty live. 
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N othing will hart a good innocent "Y 
| and a faithful Lover. 


Man unſtain'd, and pure Ws Sin, 

No Quiver fraught wit h poyſon'd Heads, 

: No Africh, Javelin needs, 
He has a Guard and Arms within: 


Whether o'er Syrres wandring Sands, 
Or bruitiſh Caucaſys he goes, 

Or where Hydaſpes flows 
And (wiftly * the ſavage Lands: 


of late, when, C Cares forſook my N 
I ftray'd and Sang i'th' Sabine Grove 
* My Lalage, my Love, 

A Wolf ſaw me unarm' d, and fled: 
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Boox J. ODES. 7 
A Beaſt ſo large did never roar 2M 
I'th* Daunian Woods, and fright the sim, af Mp 
Nor in her burning Plains? | _ 
The Lyons Dry-Nurſe A/rick bore : 4 


So place me where no Sun appears, 5 
or wrapt in Clouds or drown'din Tear 
where Woods with whirling Tempeſts was. + 
Where no relieving Summers Breeze 5 

Does murmur thro? the Trees, 3 
dur all lyes bound and fixt in Froſt. 


Or place me where the ſcorching Sun, 
With Beams too near, doth burn the Zone, 
Yet fearleſs there V11 gladly rove, | 
Let frowning, or let ſmiling Fate 

Or Curſe, or Bleſs my State, 
Sweet ſmiling Lalage IL'II always 1 ove. 


2 . 3 ( 
He tells his young Miſtreſs that fe; x if 
of Age, and need not be afraid of him. = 
ou fly me, Maid, as tender Fayns if 
Seck abſent Dams in deep Deſpairz _ 3 


O'er craggy Rocks, o'er Woods and Luwns, 
And idly fear at every breath of Air. 


% 
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If Winds do whiſtle thro* the Grove, 
Or ruffle Vines, they quickly ſtart; 

1f,Lizzards in a Bramble move, 

An Icy trembling runs thro' every Part, 


Not Tyger I or angry Pore 

' Purſue Thee, Chios, to deſtroy; 
Attend thy Mother's Heels no more, | 

, Now grown mature for Man, and ripe for Jo; 


ODE XXIV. 
He comforts Virgil, Mourning for the 


Death * his Friend, 


L hall end 
ND who can grieve too much? what time 


Our Mourning for ſo dear a Friend? 
 Melpomene whom Jove hath bleſt 
With melting Voice, and mournfal Tongue, 
| And with-a Harp above the reſt 
8 "Both grac'd; begin = 8 _ 


And doth eternal Sleep cloſe Varss Eyes? 
How ſoon our Pride and Glory dyes! 
And where will equal Juſtice find, 

| Where fteady Faith and naked Truth 

® ©, So generous, and ſo great a Mind? 


And where an Equal to the falling Youth? 


— 


boon "IFRS m_ 


To be ned all the GOD Bag, 
He fell; by you, dear Virgil, moſt; 0 
By you, who now doſt mourn in van . 
By Pious Jou, who idly pray * 8 

| To have thy Varun back again; 

He was not lent Thee for a longer tay. | 


Could you wit hh ſofter touch than Orpheus move | 
The Harp that drew the lining Grove, = 
The Grove that danc'd to Tunes he play'd ; | 

ret Blood and Bones would ſcarce return, 
Nor Fleſh to cloath the empty Shade, 
The Shade that once lay naked, in the Urn. 


Which Mercury, à hard uneaſie God 
To open Fate, with frightful Rod | 
Hath driven thro” the gloomy Air, 
And ſhut amongſt the Shades of Night: | 
'Tis hard: but when we needs muſt bear, 

Enduring Patience makes the Burthen light. 


ODE XXV. 
He inſults over his Miſtreſs yen, now 
\__ grown Old. 


A, Ha! Thy Trade at laſt is os * 

And all thy wanton Lovers gone ! ME 
No ſighing Youths attend thy Stat, . 
| 7 4 * The „ [ 


= 


40 * HORACE BoOR II 
| | There's no ſuch rattling at thy * | 
24s herctofore: 
=. | And now thy Threſhold loves thy quiet Gare. 
| Kg | 
Now you may 120 ſecure from Noiſe, 
And ſadly dream of former Joys; 


[ 


Tou ſeldom hear deſpairing Sighs, 
My Lydia reſts in ſoft Delight 
All the long Night, 
Whilſt here her faithful Loyer pines, and dies 
' Now, now tis thine, they turn to moan 3 
The haughty Wantons all alone: 
Now t6 a thady Grove retire, 
- Whilſt Winds as cold as phy: cb 
| Do fiercely rage, | 
And co the poor 3 of thy bu. 


When Luft, as fierce as Mares . 
Thy ulcerous Heart and Liver fires, 
Then thou ſhalt mourn, but mourn in vain, 
That wanton Youth ſecks OY Charms, 
0 And greener Arms; 
W hilft longing Age ſtill meets with cold Diſdain, 


| -Then thou malt think on Sweets before, 
And die at the deſpairing Thonght, No more. 
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He deſires his Muſe to commend bit 
g Friend Lamia. 


1, the Muſes merry Friend. 
2 Deliver all my buſie Cong * 
Unto the wanton Wind; 
What Tyrant of the North... 
Leads dreadful Armies tonh 1 
Pecure alone, and laugh at others fears. = 
Sweet Muſe, that doſt delight to ſing 
In Strains to Roman Ears unknown, 
And taſte the Virgin Spring 
Trace o'er the ſhady Bowers, | 
And gather ſweeteſt Flowers z; 
And wreath my . eee 4 ey . „ 


Foe. 
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: What! Honours I Ala ws 144 - 4 
bea to grace my Friends, are van 
My Crowns will quickly fade: 

Jou, Muſe, and all the Nine ould as 
In new Alcaicks Lamia s a 

N And make him * rr Strain. 
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th alviſculb. his ien not to quarrel if 
.' their Drink. ' 


Midſt our Cups for Mitth defign'd, 
To fight and quarrel, ſuits 
Rough 7hracran Brute 
But not the Temper c of a Friend. 


.F 


This "uy Humour, Sits, forbear, 
| And free the modeſt God 
From Brawls and Blood; ; 
And let R Wine, be den. 


hw Cups and hand do diſagree! | 
Then give your fighting o're, 
's , And brawl no more; 
8 but fit, and keep your Elbows dow like me. 


If you will have the Glaſs go round, 
I Then tell from what fair Eyes 

The Arrow flies: 
What Beauty makes Thee Happy in a Wound. 


No 
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Not tell! nay then the Glaſs remove: 
Whatever Charms enſnare 
Thy Heart, are fair; 

q en | 
Tell boldly, tell thy genezous * hong 

This is no leaky Ear, / 

| Nor whar I hear 

hall my loofe Tongue pour ou to cotamon Fame. SP 


wd er Youth ! dorh She ſurprize? 
And have her Flames poſſeſs d 
Thy burning Breaſt ? | 
hou did deſerve a Dare from kinder Bye.” 


Vadone for no Theffalian Uſain „„ 1 
Nor e' en the winged Hoiſſe— » [ 

Can break her force, >= —_ 

And free * Thee from this . Chitnera's ams. » = 
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"” D E XXVII. 


Ar chitas, 4 Mathematician, bein no li 


wrack'd, is repreſented begging a vl 
man to B ar = and denuuucin Va 
geance on him if be neglets 15 | 
. | 


Narrow Grave by the Mutinian hoes 
. Confines thee now, and thou can'ſt kind 


un learn'd 4rchiras, ab how ſmall for Thee 


Whoſe 'rog; Mind could meaſure Earth and 
What Sands make up the Shore minutely teach, 
And count as far as Number's ſelf could reach 


What did it proſit that thy nimble Soul 


Had travelPd Heav'n, and oft ran round the Polt 


_— rurſu'd the motions of the rowling Light 

uu ben Death came on, and ſpread a gloomy Night 

wi znalus the Gueſt of Gods is dead, 
And on ſtrange Wings the chang'd Tirhonys fed: 


%s Friend, juſt Minos, hath reſign'd his Breaty 
And Wiſe Pythagoras felt a ſecond Death; 
Altho* his Trejan Shield, and former State 


Did prove his Soul above the Yprce of Fate; (Ha 
Withdrew the Mind from Death's black conquer 


And left but skin and Bones at Fate's Commm 
In thy Opinion he did moſt excell, 


Diſcover'd Truth, and follow'd Nature well: 


5 


7 
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once o'er all long Night her a will 8 & 

i all muſt walk the Valleys/of the Dead: 

ne Rage ſpurs on, and Death attends in Wars; f 
Sea deſtroys the greedy Marriners : WB 

e Young and Old confus d by Numbers fall, 

d Death with equal hand doth ſtrike at all: 

boyſerous Storm my feeble Tackling tore, 

d left one naked on th' 7//yrian Shore: 

| Seaman, pray be juſt, put near the Land, 

ſtow a Grave, and hide my Limbs in Sand- 

may the threat' ning Eaſt Winds ſpare the Floods, 

jd idly ſpend their Rage on Hills and Woods; 

hilſt you ride ſafely; ſo from every Shore 

ay Gain flow in, and feed thy growing Store: 

lay Jove-and Neptune, ſoft Tarentum's Guard, 

onſpire ro Bleſs, and joyn in one Reward: | 

chaps you ſcorn, and are deſign diy baſc,, 

hy Crime ſhall Damn thy undeſerving Race; | 

by Pride, vain Man; ſhall on thy ſelf return, 

hou naked lie, and be the Publick Scorn: 

Wy Prayers hall mount, and pull juſt Vengeance down,: 

o Offerings ſhall releaſe, no Vows attone: Py 

ho haſty now, driv'n by a proſperous Gale, 

Tis quickly done) thrice ſtrew the Sand, e 
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O D E xXIx. 15 fete 


| A Philoſopher, who had left bis Stach 
aud was reſolv'd zo © to War. 


0 U envy, Ictius, the Arabian's Store, 
Their precious Gums, and Iyory delt, 
And art reſolv'd for War; 
For fierce Sabean Kings ne er fought before, 
And dreadful Medes 
Tour Scourges knit, and Roman Chains prepare. 
| | 4 | 


What lovely Virgin when her Lover's kill'd 
Shall wait on Thee, and call Thee Lord? 
What perfum'd Royal Boy, 
To ſhoot in's Father's Bow exactly skill'd, | 
Attend thy Board; 
And ſerve thy Pleaſure in agother Joy? 


Who now dares ſay that Streams muſt flow 


From. Mountains tops to Vales below, 
And not to tb' Springs return? 
or who deny but Tyber's wondrous Stream 
May Hills contemn, 

And oifily rowl back to his bor Urn? 


3 7 


5 den „ for Shield, and Sword, and Parr, 
And the baſe Drudgery of Wars, 

What e' er Contentment brings * 

atus Works, thy coſtly Books of Al 

| And Plato's Cares | 

V once 1'm ſure a. Oy better things 


ODE XXX. 


W lg; Venus 10 come to the Temple 
W which his Glycera had prepar d. 


Ind Venus leave the Paphian Iſle, \ 
And live with Glycers à while; 

oble Temple ſhe prepares, 

i Incenſe ſweet thine Altars ſmoak, 

j Preſence numerous Vos invoke; | 

She calls thee with a thouſand Prayers. 


We Graces with their Zones unloos'd, 
 Nymphs their Beauties all expos d 

m eyery Spring, and every Plain; 3 

Thy powerful, hot, and winged” Boy, 
And Youth that's dull without thy Joy, 
And Mercury compoſe thy Train. 
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O DE XXxX1. 5 
8 The Poets Wiſh. = 
< Hat will the Poet beg to day | 
From Phæbus in his hallow'd Shrine, 


For as t doth he delign to Pray, 
Wnilſt thus he ome his Holy WARE 


# 


Not fat Fa 8 frat ful Crops, 
Nor Flocks tirat hot Calabria feeds, 
Nor Gold, nor Ivory raiſe his Hopes; 
. Thoſe Toys h he neither Roar nor needs, 
Not ee rich Fields where Lyris runs 
With quiet Streams, and wanton play, 
The ſmootheſt of the Ocean's Sons, 
And gently eats his eaſie way. 7 


Let him that has one, Prune his Vine, 
The Merchant now come ſafe to Land 
In golden Gobblets quaff the Wine | | 
nis r voyage gain'd 91 * 


\ 


He chiefeſt Darling of the Gods, . 
For twice a Tear be plows the Main, 
He rides the Proud Atlantick Floods, 
And yet makes ſafe Returns again! 


2 


* 
5 


WS 0 0x1. 0 D 8.0 oo ©? 
Mc Chicory and Olives feed, | Z 

ue loos'ning Mallows nobiy feaſt, | 1 
bey give what Nature's Wants can need, ; „ 
d kindly fill the eaſie Sueſt. 5 — 5 


Mind to uſe — preſent store 
| With Health and Life, but not fo leg 


As brings Contempt, or cramps my Songs 
rant this, Apollo, and 1 ask no more. 


ODE XXXII. 
0 his Harp, whoſe Aliſtance he: fre 


F underneath a Myrtle Shade 
When free from Buſineſs, I have play d * J 
What may this Year, and more command; W | 
Begin, ſweet Harp, A Roman Strain, 1 4 3 = 
Thoſe Meaſures and thoſe Tunes maintain FL, *" 
| ſtruck by great Alceus noble . | AN 3 | 


wen Dangers 8 Wars, _— 
And ſtain'd his charming Harp with- lood; 2 1 | 
| Or when he ſtem'd the angry Seas _ = 

Or when artiv'd he ſat at Eaſe; we 2 - = 
dd laugh'd at all the Fury of the'Flogd: © 5 
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The Muſes he in ſounding verſe | 
Would Sing, and Venus Praiſe rehearſe, 
With her attending wanton Boy : 

Or Lyeco's Face, ſurprizing fair, 
With lovely Eyes, and Auborn Hair, 
By Nature e to entice to Joy. | 


Sb vhs Glory, Phabus Love, 
And welcome to the Feaſts of Jove; 
| Thou great Reliever of my Care; 
When ex I beg thy Aid, attend; | 
aſſiſt the Verſes of thy Friend, 
And tune my Sougs for "Mighty __ Ear." 
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le Comfort. his Friend, who, had ill % 
ceſs in bis Amonrs. 


hal 


\_4; Think not too much on Glycerg's Scou 
That the» regardleſs of her Vows, 
Her wanton Smiles beſtows 

' Upon a later, and a meaner Flame. 
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Fait Lycoris for Cyr#s burns, . 
the loves, but meets no kind returns 
Ill- natur d Pholoe Cyrus Charms: 
zut ſooner ſhall the Lambs agtee a 
With cuel Wolves, than le 
hall take ſo baſe a Wanton in her — 


Cod, 


. 5 5 | 
1 „ 
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Thus i Ricks the Baſe. 
Unlike in Fortune, and in _— bon 
To diſagreeing Love PRE 
When cruelly jocoſe 
She ties che- Kal Mone, 
d binds n to the brazen Willa. 
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Dis is the Fate that ali onal rote, fie 
The ſure Unhappineſs of Love; - Sie 202 
Whilſt fairer Virgins did ade 
And courted me,; I Ayreate wood 11 
As rough as Adria's Flood, 1 Sufi ba! 
hat bends the Creeks of the Calabriam Shore. 
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He reſolves t 70 be e 1 and Fella | 
| Epicurus' «-Philoſophy uo more. } 


132A 3. an VT þ 2% 2 1 4x81 t f / 
That Ion Teldors did Sos, | 
I that no God: but-Pleaſure kne ,, "tt 
Whilſt mad Philoſophy did s ni ln 
And Epicurus foolid my nf T 
Muſt keep that impious Couiſe ann. 
But can mY _ 3 2917 $12 
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For n . 6b mighty "ally Wn 
Whilſt all the Skies were bright and clear, 
Shot thro” the Heav'n with pointed flame,” - 
And ſhook the Univerſal Frame; * 1 * 
He lately drove his thund' ring Wooly": > Bf 
my comp Chariot thro' the Air. 5 
n e en e eee 
This . "4s Earth and eee nga, 
This Noiſe difturb'd the quiet Dead; 
Thro* muddy Stya, thro' all beneath, 
And thro' the ſhady Walks of Death 
Quick Lightning ſhot unuſual” Beams; 5 
The Ghoſts beheld the Light, and fled. 
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He brings the moſt Obſcure to Light, 82 or 

And robs the Glorious of a CG n +: / 295111 6 . q 
Now tumbles down the mighty Proud. 1 
And makes them no.] there is e be ; 
Now kicks the lofty into Night, 

3 And ſeats the Peaſant in a a. 2442 | tl 16T 
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To F ortune, — abt Gliese and 
begi t6 preſerve Cæſirr. 


Reat Goddeſs, Aium 's Guardian Pow!n 
Whoſe. Force is feng and quick to taiſe 
The loweſt to the higheſt glace: © 
Or vitk a ond tons fall.. 
To bring the haaghty lower ;, ö 
And turn proud Trhumphs to a Funerall. 
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His Pray'rs ate mixt of; Fear and Hozz:e 
On thee depending fot his Cop; " _ 
The Merchants thee confeſfſs / +. 
When far remov d frem Shores, | 1 g 
d bos to thee che Miſtzeſs/of the Sn... 
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* HO RACE: | Book |, 
* 3, To thee their Voms rough German! pay 1. 
To thee the wandting Scythians bend, 

2 Rome — Fiend: 
The eee Mic lhoes 1 4 
To thee, the bee n 


* 
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; © "They bend, they yow, and ftill they fear 
Leſt you ſhould kick their Empire down 
And cloud the glory of their Crown; 

They fear that you would raiſe 
| The lazy Cod to Wat, 
And break their Empire, Mx confine theis Praiſe 
WO an ate bees IOrE 
And leads the way with — Breath, 
And all the Infttuments of Death; : 
Sharp Swords, and Wheels and Racks f 
That flow wit h putrid Gore = 
Her brazen. Hand 0 Fright "is Nations n 


eus Mage, aid Frlendihip cloath'd in white 

Attend on thee, they ſtill remain | 

""_n chiefeſt Glories of thy Train; 4 
Tho you inrag'd retreat, iT 
And with a haſty flight, 21 * 


Thy Garment chang'd, forſake the falling Grate Y 
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But the baſe Crowd, 1 the Perjur'd Whore, 
And when the Casks of Wine are dry, 
The falſe Pretenders quickly fly; 
They all zefuſe to bene 
With the declining Poor, 


nd take the heavy Yoke to caſe their Friend. 


To diſtant Britain, guide his Fate, | 4 

And keep the Glory of our state, | 4 
The Youth that muſt infeſtt | 
With Arms the haughty Medes; 

nd ſcatter Fears how Slavery thro? 8 Eaſt. 


I bluſh at the * ſow, 
I die to ſee the Wounds and Scars, 
Thoſe Cloties of our Civil Wars; 
What Sins, a Guzſed Age, 
Were we afraid to do, 


d what hath ſcap'd, cho fur of our Rage | 


What Fan of Heay' n, or N bf Hell - 12241 F 
Could ſtop the Impious dating Hand? 
And was not every Shrine prophan's d! 

Oh wouldft thou quickly whet  - 7 
d fight the * . and The Oy. 26 H 
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3 27 elcome z hos dear Friend Lamis, | 


11s pious A; now to n . 
With Incenſe, Songs and ſacred Lays, 


And with-a promis'd Heifer's Blood, 


My Numida's kind Guardian God: 
Who ſafely now return'd again 
From the remoteſt Parts of Spain, 
To thronging Friends on every ſide 
A thouſand Kiſſes does divide: 
But Deareſt Lamia moſt receives, 
And takes as gladly as he gives: aL 
Their equal Love at School began, 
Both the ſame Race of virtue ran? 
And both at once grew up to Man: 
Be every Head with Garlands nar grin 


And let the flowing Bowl go round: 


Let fading Lillies and the Roſe 


Their Beauty and their Smells diſcloſe," | 
Let long-liv'd Parſly grace the Feaſt, - © 


And gently cool the heated Gueſt : 
Then all on Beautcous Damatts s 
Shall loſe their gloating watiton Eyes; 
But her no- Charms no Nods mall move, 
And none divide her from her Lore; 


py ” J 
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She ſhall imbrace her young Gallant 1 14 04 
ä wn eee Plane, 
* . 
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O Cæſar' Victory over Antony and : 
., Cleopatra, 
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Nas: mo time to dance and play; 
And drink, and frolick all the Day; 
is time, my Friends, to banim Se, | 
And coſtly: Fouſts'5 i w 2 F. mt a 0 
With thankful Hearts ptepare dr gad f 
1 hallow'd Shrines, and make the Gods your Gueſts : 
. 436K 120 R 1 8 1x 
Twas Treaſon once to Sport a Flack, 
And Sin to Pierce the Noble Cask, WT 
Whilſt nought but Waden renn wer = 
For Illis to come, 4 | 
When 'Eg ypt's havghry-Queen.. 125) % ot 
ith wit her d 8 chreaten'd mighty *. 
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A Woman vain, GA Hopes * ne 
To ſuch Impoſſibilitie s * 
A Woman Drunk with ſweet * 6 


Whom ſmiling Fate | 58 
Had brought to dare no bf. e 

han Ceſar's Fortune, and the — Face, | 
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Baut ſoon her Pride to Fears is 
When * her Ships e or . 
W hon Cafar's"Oars 7 a0 
Did preſs ſo cloſe behind. 
And hore his Ney the frighred ans: 0 


(As Hawks purſue the trembling Doves, 
Thie open Fields or ſhady: Groves; - 
Or as ſwiſt Huntſmen chace the Dock | 
Thro' Thraci an Plains, | i 
That fy as wing'd with fear) | 
To Lg the * N into ch. 


But gde dGgn'd A . Yes, 
And falling would appea as gat 
As when She ſingly filPd” the Throns} 
. 222 No fears berray'd, -- 
Nor fled to Coaſts. Cs: | 
T9 hve ſecure, or Oh beg * Aid. 


Ber falling 3 * ſailing RY 
She' boldly ſaw; ſhe dar'd provoke 
Fierce Serpents rough with Poys' nous Trains, 
To datt their Tongue, | 
And fill her dying Veinsz 
ee "utious now on Deb reſoly'd ſo . 
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bor EE. OBES - 
The ſtout Liburnian Ships, the Fame 
And laſting glory of her Shame, 


Too haughty to be ſeen | 
Amongſt the private Crowd, 3 
d grace a Triumph lefs W Queen · 


ell. bis Boy that” be 5 not 1 | 


boo much care about his Entertainments. 


1 


Mate, my Boy, 1 deeply hate 
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owns wrought with too much Art diſpleaſe; 
bear to ſeek the bluſhing Roſe, Tt 

r where the Beauteous Lilly grows, 
Such Toil diſturbs our Eaſee 


negligent and ke Dieſs. 0 
joughts free from Cares will moſt 5 

by Front, my Boy, thy Front, and mine 
Myrtle Crown will beſt become, 

hilſt I fit and quaff at Home, byes 
Beneath my ſhady. Vine. 
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She envy'd; mne, a Soul too Proud, * 


the uſeleſs Perſian, Pomp and state 
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He deſires him to e- writing Ti Yin 
. ares till be had ſet ettled og Slate. 


\AD ood Gans * Glory of the Bar, 
The Senare's-Oratle; and great im War, 

W hoſe Faith and Virtue all. - proclaim ; 
0 whom the German e von 

Ws Eternal Fame, a ”" 


1 never kung Gloties ef a Crowne. | 


The Wake 20 vides of our a Wars, | 
Ovr Civil Dangers and our Fears, 
The ſport of Chance, and turns of Fate; 
Lund impions Acths tha lord 
Wirh yet unexpiated Blood; | 
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1 The grearTriamvirarsy bs co 
\nd theic Leagues fatal to the 8 State; 

A dangerous Work you write; and ei 5 
O'er Flames by tte acherous Aſhes” hid) 


Yet this you write; "and give to Fame 
laſting — of our Fathers Shame? oa 
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But hold thy Mourning Muſe, fotbear-'! / x 
To tread the 'crowded Theater, _ 7 5 
Till Quiet ſpread o'er State Affaits £2.26 vw 
Shall lend thee rime for meaner can, * 

EF And then inſpir 'd wuh 2 Ne | 
Return to the forſaken stage,. 405 7 
ad mourn the Faults -=_ Follies: ;of the Age. 
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Methinks the wh FRO sound 
Diſturbs our Reſt with fierce Alarms, NI N 
And from the ſhining Amt 14 
A dreadful lightning ſpreads e 27851 3 
| EI df mags) 17018 

The Horſes n * ee Riders f. 
Merhinks the-Warlike' Wees outs Are 
With ſordid Duſt how-Gloriouſly beſmeab d! 

in Blood 1-ſeenthe Soldiers roul jj 

L ſee the World obey, - . 

Al yield, and own great caſar's Sway. 
ſelic nenn 15 
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Juno, and Africk's Guardian: Pow's, 
That left their ruin'd ee W 
-- Unable to revenge their Falls 
Hath gow on Reme return d Diſgrace, 
And offer d up the Victor's Race 
To great. Jugurtha s o 96. Aut: | 


What Land is free, what Plain 
Not Fatt'ned by the Rowan Slain? 
What cannot witneſs by the Graves it FROM 
Our Empire's fall, whoſe Noiſe is ban 
Oer Perſis and the diſtant Mede, ; 
* e and ee ne. Foe? 
W bs 1 Lake unflai'd before 
Not knows our Wat, and {wells with Latias Gore) 
1 What Sea 's not dy d? On what nn, 
=_ On what remoter Coaſt | 
Fl nne vain & 
n 2 n e 1 


Enough, my Mala — W „ 
With me to ſhady Grots retire, | 

. Thy Mourning ceafe, divem thy Care: 

f And there vich 1 n + move thy . 
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The F _ + and Generbus erh ar 2. 
happy Men. * Eee 


_ IN Friend, whoſe generous Thongs deſpiſe 
5 ) The creeping Fears of 'Avatice, | 
w Silver looks, how mean and une 
w much below the common Braſs, 
eſs a Moderate Uſe te fine: 25 
alue give, and make it ſaine? in! 


id Proculeius, juſt and good. 

Fame as Noble as in Blood, 

„ vich « Pa e A Mann... l 
plies, and eas'd his Brother's Want, — 
ng, long. Mall live 3 ſurviving Fame 

laſting . ſhall beat his * 
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« Men a widen e 97 

at his own craving Wiſh reſtrains, | 
Wan he whoſe Sword and wide peed. 
Wn diſtant Spain and Lab ja Foes, 

an if they did his Arms obey; «| 

d either Carthage own his Sway : 


e Drophies uu by Drink = 
yain are all our Hopes of Eaſe; 
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The Jaws are d 1. remaing whe 
Until N fatal . ceaſe , 


Until the cauſe of the. Diſeaſe | *H 


44 325 4 


Shall leave the Tuoln and ring. vei 


| Phra fx none "Src, bite 4 
Ador d like Perſias filing sun 

True Senſe thut ſcorns the Peoples Teſt 
Ne er ranks among the happy Bleſt; 
From cheats of Words the Crowd the! N 
To woos Eſtimate mann Ai Enn 48 1 A1 
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To him the gives, to, ee 2: N bf 
The Laurel, and the 14ding Ses * ee 
Whoſe Eyes can unsonceri'd We T & 1/1 
The darling Heaps of mining Gold) 
wWhoſe Mind doth never Wealth pin, 
oe turn to niake'a Terond” vu Ww. 


1 


* 


a 1 SHES N ie & £-© M 
=” - Qui 1s dd... 

H. ad bis Nd Delus to fl 1 
rent, and live Merrih. 


N even Mind in ev'ry state, 
Amidſt the Frowns and Smiles of Fat 
Dear mortal Beli, ä how 3 | 
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Let not too much of cloudy Fear, 


Nor too intemperate Joys appear d 
to contract, or to extend thy bro ene A 


Whether thy dull hnhappy ears 
Run flowly clogg'd with Hopes and Fears, 
And fit too heavy on thy Soul; A 
Or whether crown'd on Beds of Flow'irs 
Mirth ſoftly drives thy eafie Hours, 
id chears thy Spirits with the choiceſt Bo: 
Where Poplars white, the lofty Pine 
And Myles, friendly, g 09 9 
And hoſpitable Shades comp 
Where near à purling Spring agth elde a 
In winding St reums, and foftly hide * 9 . 
ke interrupting! * as it Rows! ; 
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There bring thy Wine; thy Odors f ſpread, ul 

Let fading Koſes ctSwn thy Head, © 
Whilſt Wealth, and Age and Life will bes 
For you muſt leave your Gtoves," yout Houſe, 
And Farm, where yellow Tiber flows; oe? . "= 
nd thy heap'd WISE: Wall fili thy gitedy Heir: 


For whether ſj prung tom Royal Brood,” | 
or from the meaneſt of the Crowd; 80 2 2 


r all car fo nought can fable: 
LY, | The 
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- The Hand of Fate doth :{trike at * 5. 
And thou art ſurely doom'd to fall 
4 Sacrifice to the re e 


Our Lots are | caft;:'Fare ſhakes the Um, 
And each Man's Lot muſt take his tum; 
- Some ſoon leap out, and gy; more late: 
But ſtill tis ſute each Morral's Le 3 
Will doom his Soul to Charon's 155 a 
To bear th eternal Baniſment of Fate. 
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Te Xanthias Phoceus, who Al in Lo 
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With bis Captive. 


EAR Xanthias, tis a faulty Shame, 
Bluſh not to own a Noble Flame 
ae by thy Captiye's Charms; 
be fair Bri:6is once could moye 
- Achilles ſtubborn Soul „ 
And force the haughty Heroe to her Arms: 


Trmelſi's Charms ſubdu'd her Tank: 
And Conqueting Ajax ſoon ador'd; 
By fair e Eyes, 
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OR I 0 DE . * | FA. 1 67 . | | 
| When Hecker fell, and left his Ty . 1 
To weary Greeks an caſy Frey) | 
þ midſt bis Triumph great JArrider dies. 
See what a Beauteous Majeſty, e 4 
And how commanding is her Eye, 1 
Her Look proclaims her State: 
She Mourns, ſhe Mourns, a Royal Race, 
And Parents equal to her Face, 258 L 
| prieves to ſee ſo ſtrange a whirl of Fate : _ 
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Nor think her, Bttend, of Countion- Bloods *% 
Nor ſprung from the diſtioneſt-Crowd © © | ö! 
A Mind ſo bravely bold, © 4410 

So chaſt as to teſiſt the Ars IP 
That take the mean unguarded Heats, + 

force of preſling Com; 1 Charms of Gold: 
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Ber Lad Man her Beat and Arms 2 
I praiſe not, taken with her nn e 
A Thoughts remove: 
Let almeſt forty feeble Years 
Secure thy Mind from jealous Fes, ö 
tell that Horace is too ald for Lore. „ 24 
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"To bis + Friend, in Love py 1 
1 Girl. 13 WH 


H 1 Heifer, Friend, ; is hard!y broke, 
Her Neck uneaſ Y. to the Loke; 
She cannot draw the Plough, nor. beat 
The weight of the obliging Steer; 
In flowry Meads is her Delight, i" 
' Thoſe chain; het Taſte and pleaſe her Sight! 
Or elſe the flies the burning Beams. 
To quench her Thizft in cooler Streams; 
Or with the Calves thro' Paſtures 2 
And wantons all her eaſy Days: 15314 10 
Forbear, deſign no haſty Rape : 
On ſuch a green, untimely, Grape: Ss 
Soon ruddy Autiimn will produce. e 
Plump Cluſters, ripe, and fit roſes 
She NOW that flies;-ſhall-then ee ; 3% 
She now that's Coutted doat on "AY n 
For Age whirls on, hüd every Tear W a 
It takes from Thee it adds to Het: 
Soon Lalage, ſhall ſoon proclaim "I 
Her Love, nor bluſh ro- own her Flame: 
Lov'd more, for ſhe more kindly Warins 
Than Phloe coy, or x Cloris Charms, | 
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pure her Breaſt, ſo fair a White, 
A a clear and ſmiling Night, eee p21 
quiet Floods the Silver Moon 8 
can Gxges never Shane: 
Wo, plac'd amongſt the Maids, reel ant 
ailfal Stranger's prying Eyes d * 
ſmooth his doubt ful Locks n 24. ATW 
looſe, ſo Womaniſh, his Hai. 
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2 wiſhes for 4 en Retreat re 
Ola” ge. x won 5 


Eptimins that vodlalt ein the ban, 

And go with me to diftant n n FR : 
fierce Captabrians never bock 
yet unlearn'd to bear our Yoke"! 5 
d Syrtes Sands,” where th**Ocean'roats, © '' © | 
u Tibur's Walls the Tuſcan Seat : 

crd my Age a ſafe Retreat, 

| there, now tir d with Wars and Seas, 

V 1 enjoy a happy Eaſe“? = 

Fate denies this ſmall Deſire; © 2 
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. DE vi. TSrprinys. * 
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; baſty n retire 185 . * 
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Where ſmooth: Galeſns cuts. his Way; 
| Around whoſe Banks white Fleeces play, 
And felt Phalantws enſy Sway? 
Oh how ghoſe little Nains do pleaſe, 
How fit Tor Happineſd and Eaſe:: 
Where Honey fills the Combs; and tires" 
With fair Hymenss ſweeteſt Hives: - 
Where Olives from the fruitful Soil, 
Nor yield to the Yenafrian Oyl: _ 
Where Springs are long, and Winters N 
+ Nor hoary Eroſt deforms the Field; 
Were Bacchus friendly Mountains be. 
And Almen reats his fruit ful Head? 
Where choiceſt Grapes in Cluſters eins 
Nor envy the Falernian Vine: . 
Theſe happy Seats muſt us receive, 


There you and I, dear Friend, muſt live, 
Till Death's approaching Hands ſurprize, 
And cloſe thy Poet Horace Eyes: 
Then you a little Tomb ſhall rear, 

And 3 Fious Tear. 
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A al to his Fred Popes. | 
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Ear Pompey, that haſt often e ) 2:17 hind 
2 Whilſt once we fought on Brutus ſide, 

ow near pale Death rough Wars attendsz. | +” 
hat Genius now hat h ſent; thee home, 
nd who reſtor d thee back to Roms: want” 
ompey, the beſt of all my Friends . 


ith whom in Mirth and Wine and Nay i oP 
hilſt ſweeteſt Roſes: Crown d my Head, 

nd did their Fragrant Odours N Gt 
— broak the Liogring n > lie mot 
he bloody Wats,. Philipp?s way: 

znobly having loſt my Shield, 

ith thee 1 ſaws ſecure from Wound, 
ſaw the flight, when haugtity-Ptoud | 7 & 
o caſar's ſtronger Virtue bow'd, 
ad baſely bit the nb. | . 


le 8 ſecur'd from Fears, 
e kindly wrapt me up in Night, 
nd ſav'd me from the dangerous Fight, n 


ut thee the Tide bore back to Wars: - 
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Now then teſtor : d to Eaſe and Reſt, | ; 

Fay Fove thy Thanks and piomis“d Feaſt; 
No tir d with Wars, from Danger __, 
Beneath my cool and pleaſing Shade 

On flowry Beds ſupinely laid 

Enjoy che cala en for thee: - 

Nan £i i; 

See here' toy Bund [chi ben rue, 

Forget ful Wine profuſely pour, a At 

From largeſt Shells rich e our, 


: 


There's no extream in real Joy: 7 St 0 


| Who ray t. twines, or Mynle Boughs *: 

To grace our Mirth, and ſhade our Brom? | 
Who Crowns prepares for ev*ry: Gueſt? - 
Whom will the happy Dye delign' 
The juſt Diſpoſer of the Wine, 

AS yon nnn n * S299! 


Let Mirth, and 1 e 3 

1 muſt be Mad, I muſt appear: 

As wild as the Mad Thracians are: if 
Tris decent at che Welceme of a Friend. '- | Wi, 


* 
= 
bt 0 


EE 


Wo. 0 DES. 


ODE VI. 
To his forſworn A. ae, 


une, did Revenge o zerrake, 

And Blaſt as oft as you deceive; 
ee but one Nail, one Tooth more Black, 
55 Thy Vows I would at laſt believe: 

till more fair, more bright * Face, 
ore, Crowds of Lovers flock to view, 
each falſe Oath procur'd a Grace, 
nd tempted thee to prove untrue; 


profits thee to be forſworn 
dy all that other Morals fear, 
eternal Gods, thy Mother's Urn, 5 5 
dy — Heav'n, and ev'ry Star: 
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merry Nymphs approve thy Arts, 

nd Venus fair forgives thy Wiles, 
| Capid, ſharpning flaming Darts 
dn bloody many on ſmiles: _ 


j des new Slaves ſtill flock to thee, 
Ind happy He that takes the Chain; 
d thoſe that thxeaten to be free 
orgive 85 Jil, and "ſerve again: 
E 
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Thee ſtill the thriſty Father fears, 
And Mothers for their wanton Boys; 
New Brides leſt you detain their Dears, 
And rob them * 56 ” porn Joys. 
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ODE R. 


He Alan, his Friend Zo grieve 20m 
For dead Myſtes. 3 


or always PT and Hail and Rauf 
Deſcend, and beat the fruitful la 
Not zuffling Storms till roſs the Caſpian Fl 
Not ev'ry Month doth lazy Froſt 
Bind up th' Armenian Coaſt 3 
Nor * Storms Rill vex the groaning V Wo 


Curd forth by Spring's enliy? ning hag 
ruhe Leaves return to naked Tees; 
But you, dear Friend, ſtill mourn in weeping 
Loſt Mullis ben Noon burns the Skies 
When Night comes on, or when it fles, 


No change WD ay: Love and: pen 


Yet Aged Neſtor: dry'd his Tears. | 
His Grief was ſhorter chan his Tears; 
Vor did he ſtill his dying Son bewail; 


— 
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1 His Siſters, and the Trojan Toni; 
And Priam wept, but ſmiPd again, F 
or "_O_ mourn 'd Tong 9 _— MT: 


Thy ſoft cane at laſt faber 

Let Mirth ſncceed, and Smiles appear, 
s ſing, and Ceſar be out lofty Theme; 
How rough Niphates Hills obexꝛ , 
And Tigris bound by C efar's ſway 
cſs 3 e and rows a milder scream. 


* 8 
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Y he yells now wich bann Bows 
Confin'd'to their on Froſt and Snows 
Wave cool'd the raging Fury of their Pride; 
In narrow Eonnds wit h nimble Foree 
They ride their fierce impetuons Hotſe, 
nd view with longing Eyes the Roman Side. 
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A middle State of Life is the beſt, 


FISE they, that with a cautious Fear 
Not always thro? the Ocean ſteer, 

or, whilff thy think the Winds will roar, 
do thruſt too near the rocky Shore: 5 
E 2 | 
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1 thoſe that chuſe/the Golden Mean 
fue Waves ate ſmooth, the Skies ſerene; | 
| They want the baſeneſs of the Poors retreat, 
And enyy'd Houſes of the Great. 
Storms often vex the lofty Oak, 
Hieh Mountains feel the K 3 
2 And lofty Towers, when Storms i 
Are ruin'd with a greater fall: 
A Breaſt prepar'd in either State 
| Or fears or hopes a change of Fate; 
„ Tis Fove the ſame that Winter brings 
And melts the Froſt by pleaſing Springs: 
Tho' Fortune now contracts her Brow, 
And ftowns; yet twill not ſtill be ſo; 
| Apollo ſometimes Mirth purſues, - , 
His Harp awakes his ſleepy Muſe, 
Nor always bends his threatning now; 
When Fortune ſends a ſtormy Wind 
Then ſhow a brave and preſent Mind, 
And when with too indulgent Gales 
She ſwells too much, then furl thy Sails: 
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He abviſet bis Friend 70 live Merrily. 4 , 


HAT fierce Cantabriaxi, wh at the Sehr biun⸗ 4 
Make, Friend, no object of thy Cate; 
Whilſt raging Floods, and Adria's Tide, 
Confine their Force, and Arms divide, 7 
cure we laugh at all the threats of War: 
3 2 7 e N N 
t no Concern, no cares for Life approach, 
It laſts not long, and asks not much! 
But ſee our Years do ſwiftly move, 4 
Our Nimble Touth aud Beauty fades, 
Dry Age wich Cares will crowd our Heads: 
ad leave no room for eaſy Reſt and Love: 


cing Flowers not always "OY Beauties wear, 
Nor Moons with equal Beams appear 
As when at full they bughtly hin'd; - © © 
Then why ſhould you. diſturb your Mind, 

much roo narrow 1 eternal cue. 

hy underneath a *** Myrtle Shade 

On floxry Banks ſupinely laid. 'F 

Are we ſo flow to ſpend a Day; th 


E 3 


» 


| 
ö 
| 


And whilſt grey Hairs are crown'd with Roſe = 


: 
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Or odorous Oyl our Heads o' erflows, 
Drink all our Troubles 2245 our Cares away? 


a 


| Brisk Bacchus ſoon = did Cares refine, 
And make dull Melancholly ſhine ; - 
What Boy waits there, what Boy, to bring 
Some cooler streams from yonder Spring 

To quench the Fury of my flaming Wine? 


What ready Servant waits to call my Miſs, 
And who coy. Hude will entice? 
Bid Lyde come, we are in haſte; 
Bid Lyde come, her Harp prepare, 
Like Spartans looſely bind her Hair; 
For Love may Ebb, and then her Time is paſ. 
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al. : To ME CA Nas 


Wars aud Battels are not a Subject fit i 
his Maſe, but gas . . 
can Sing. 


2 | \ * 

Of War E ſtout Numantines lingring fall, 
The Romans Scourge dire Hannibal, 
No more, my Learned Lord, require, 


. u. o DE 
5 No more the rough Sicilian Flood . 


Dy'd deep with Carthaginian Blood, 
fit to the ſo Meaſures of the Dres 


Nor Centanrs eager ro ). engage, 11 in ny 

Nor fierce Hylaus Drunken Rage, | 

Nor Giants tam'd by Hercule: I 
Who dar'd to reach old Saturn's Crown. 

Who dar'd to ftorm his ſhining Throne 

jd break the quiet of eternal Eaſe : 


And you, my Lord, with equal flights, 
| Great Cæſar's Wars and conqu'ring Fights: 

Shall better tell in laſting n 

And how in Triumph Ceſar led 

The Perſian and the haughty Medes Fe 
ad ſcatter d . midſt his e toes: 


My Muſe bids me imploy my verſe, 
And ſoft Lycimaia's Songs rehearſe; 

W She bids me all her Charms improve, i 

| Het taking Air, her ſhining Eyes, . qt 'Y 

By Nature fitted to ſurprize; ; f 

ad Mind ſtill faithful to thy mutual Lore: 


Heimnia fair, the Pride of Rome, 

How well her Charms and Arts become ! 
How movingly her Beauty pleads, | 'Y 
N E 4. When i 
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When toying ſhe and richly dreſt 
At Great Diana's ſolemn Feaſt, | 
Begins the Dance, and leads the Beauteous Maid 


For what Achemenes poſſeſt, 
And for the Wealth of all the Eaft, 
Would you, my Lord, exchange your Fait} 
Would you, my Lord, for all the Gold 
The tuft Arabians Houſes hold 
Exchange one Braid of ſweet Lycimnia's Hair? 


When cer her Head ſhe gently moves, 
| To take the earneſt of her Loves, Wee: 
A balmy Kiſs; or elſe denies . 
With eaſie forwardneſs, which ſhows 
That She is more content to loſe 
Than he that begs to win the Prize; 1 
Or when She: runs to ſnatch an FRO 1 = 
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O DE XIII. 


Oos 4 Par that was like to fall 1 
bim as he was walking in bis E ela. 


Fatal star did then command 
The Skies, and guide his impious Hand 
Who planted thee, ro the difgrace 
Of's Farm, and ruin of his Race: 


WE oox ll. 0 D E S. „ 
is certain he his Father kitPd, | Ab 
e flew, and fed upon his Childs j | 
Je Stabb'd hisTWicnd' before his God, 77. "= 
nd fain'd the mage with his Blood: | 
o him Medea's Arts were known, 
he whole World's Sins he made his own; 
ho firſt diſgrac'd my Field with the, 
WT hou impious Stock, thou curſed Tree, : 
BT hou curſed Tree, whoſe haſty fall 
WD clign'd thy Maſter's Funeral: 
hat each ſhould fly is ſedom ea pon 
e unprovided are undone: 7 nen Dü. 
he Waves that foam round Thrabien Gang Xe. 
re dreaded by the ſwarthy Moors, A320 
ey think cold Death doth uſe to trace 
The Snow and Frozen Hills of Thrace, 
Nor fear it from a warmer place: 

The Roman dreads the Darts, the Force, 
WA nd Conquering flights of Parthian Horſe: 
WI be Reman Chains the Parthian fears 

Their ſteady Troops, and weighty Spear: 
Wet Death when arm'd with a Diſeaſe 
rom other Parts will rudely ſeize, * 
he comes unlookt for, ſweeps away 
nthinking Nations in a Day, i Br 
ad huddles up her eaſie Prey: 24K 
ow near had I, how nearly ſeen „ 
The * of the ſwarthy Queen? n 

4 © a 


» 


* * 


5 Judge . the ſtory'd Grove, 
The Seat of Piety and Love: | 
And Sazpho who in humble Strains 
Of her baſe Country- men complains, 
In ſweeteſt Tunes proclaims her Love, 
But mourns at her Reproach above: 
Alcæus too, whole golden Strings 


% 


With manlier Strokes ſound greater things; 


He tells the Dangers and the Fears 
of Flights, of Sailing, and of Wars: 
With ſilent Rey rence Ghoſts admire 
The wondrous fury of his Lyre: 5 
The Vulgar Shades throng moſt to hear 
Of Kings degos d, of feats of War, 

C And drink them with. a greedy Ear: 
No wonder this, Hell's furious Guard 

7 With fitent wonder ood and heard; 
Eis Ears lay down, and, whilſt he play'd, 
A hollow Grin his J by betray'd: 
No Hiſs was heard, the Furies Snakes 
Lay huſnt, and quiet on their Necks: 
Pelight did torn Prometheus ſeize, 
The Sound deceis'd him iato caſe; 

And Tantalys felt ſoft repoſe, | 

2 Unheeded now the bending Boughs 

Hang o'er his Lips, and Water flows: 

Nor did the fierce Orien care | 
" bunt his _ or his flying Bear. 
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ODE A 
Life is ſhort, and Death unavoidable. 


HE whirling Year, Ah Friend! the whirling Year 
Rouls on apace; 
id ſoon ſhall Wrinkles plough thy wither'd Face: : 
In vain you waſte your Pious Breath, 
No Prayers can ſtay, no Vows defer | 
The ſwift approach of Age, and conqu' ring Deaths. 


No, tho ten Wen en Oxen ſtain'd his Shrines 
| With ſacred Blood, 
öboduldſt thou appeaſe th” inexorabie God 

ü He opens, and he ſhuts the Grave; 
Geryon's triple Soul confines, 5 

nd ſtubborn Gyges with the n Werd 


bat fatal Wave that muſt be pas'd by all, 
The Rich, the Poor 
ie doom'd alike to view the SHgian shore; 
The Knaves and Fools, the Wiſe and Juſt, | 
| The Kings as well as Clowns muſt fall 

Ind nnn lie with meaner Duſt: 


vain we all retxeat from a wat, 
And live in eaſe; 
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«. In vain we hun the Rage of angry seas: 
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The butuing Feyers Amumn brings, 
In vain we fly, and idly fear 
The Plagues that South-winds bear on ſickly Wing 


For all Ie obi Waves are doom'd to pa, 
oa We all muſt go 
And view Cocytus wandring Streams below: 
We al! muſt ſee the laſting Chains 
That hold curſt Dauaus his Race, | 
And een to endleſs Pains: 


Thy Children muſt be left, thy Lands and Hol 


: Thy pleaſing Wife, 


That | happy Comfort and Delight of Life; 


Of all the Trees thy hands reftor'd 
None but the Cypreſs hated Boughs 
Shall follow their ſhort-liv'd decaying Lord: 


7 fas Wines you keep ſo cloſe thy worthier Hei 


Shall ſoon poſleſs, 
And wa'e migft wanton Luxury and Eaſe; 
Much nobler Wine the ſquandring Youth 
Shall ſpill, and coſtlier Feaſts prepare, 


Than yer pleas d a Pamper d Abbot's Tooth. 
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4 Os the Leary of the 45 


UR Squares ſtill riſe, our Fields decreaſe, 
And now the Ploughs muſt ruft in eaſe; 

New Motes are dug, large Ponds we make 
That Rival een the Lycrine Lake »- . 5 
Round lofty Firs weak Ivy twines 
Unmarry'd Planes profuſely ſpread 
A uſeleſs melancholly Shade 5 
O'er larger Fields than "ON * and Vines: 


Our Beds of Roſes, FS? 4 bow ts, 

And all the Luxury of Flow'rs, 

Their fruitleſs Shades' aud Smells afford : | 
They now thole fruitiul Grounds poſſeſs | 1 
= Where Olives role with vaſt Increaſe, | 
- And „with great Bounty fed the former Lord: 


# 


Thick Laurels plac'd by purling Streams 

Shut out the Mid days burning Beams, 

And give us Shade to drink and play; 

Was this by Romulus allow'd? » 

Was this the way our Fathers ſaowd + 
To riſe to Empire, and extend our Sway? 
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No, then each ſingle Man's Eſtate 
Was ſmall, the Publick Stock was great, 
The Publick Weal imploy'd their Care; 

No private Man profuſely skill'd 
Did then his large Piazza's build, 

To take cool Breezes of the Northern Air: 


The little Hut their Father's Houſe 

The Laws forbad them to refuſe, 

But live conteht in mean Aboads ; 

Enjoyning all their Shrines and Towns 
© To build with new and coftly Stones, 


To grace their Country, and co pleaſe their Gods I | 


a 


he contented Man the moſt happy. 
| E R Eaſe the Seaman asks'the Gods, 

hen toſs'd in the Egæan Floods ; 
When darkneſs ſpreads ro heighcen feats, 
And not one friendly Star appears: 


For Eaſe the Watlike Thracitns plead, | 
The Perſiun and the quiver'd Meae; 


For coſtly Gems, or bought with Gold: 


oo II. ODES 
or neither Power nor Wealth cont roul | 
he ſad diſorders of the Soul, 

or yet remove the Cates that wait 


7 bout the Palace of the Great: 


left he with izle, © on whoſe thrifry Board 
bat Salt ill ſhines that call'd his Father Lord, 
o vexing fears liis Breaſt can ſeize, 

o ſordid Luſt will break his eaſe: 


hy theſe extended Cates, and Strife, 
ud trouble for ſo ſhort a Life? 

hy do we ply dug Sails and Oars, 

And fondly viſit foreign Sliores? 

an he that flies his Country find 


hat he can leave himſelf behind? 


For baneful Care will ſill prevail, 
And overtake us under Sail; f 

t dogs the Horſeman cloſe behind, 

More ſwift than Roes, ot ſtormy Wind: 
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Man contented with his preſent doom 
| Hates to look on fer what's to come; 
Vith Mirth he ſweetens bitter Fate; 

here is no perfect happy State: 
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The front Achilles .dy'd in hafte, 

Long Age did old 77 thenus waſte; © 
Thoſe Years ſwift time denies to thes 
Perhaps his Hand ſhall reach to me: 


Round thee ten thouſand Heifers low, 
Stout Oxen bend beneath thy Plow; 

In his gilt Coach neigh gen'rous Mares, 
The Purple dies whate*er he wears. 


A Farm as large as my Deſire, 

with ſome few heats of LZyrick fire, 
On me hath ſtubborn Fate beſftow'd, 

With Pride enough to ſcorn the Crowd, _ 


ODE XVII. To Mz c &NAs ; 


He tis reſolv'd not to ſurvive him, u 
congratulates big Recovery. 


H am 1 killd with thy Complaint 
Tiis more than any God will grant, 
is more, my Lord, than I can beat; 

That you on whom my hopes rely, 
' That you my great Support ſhould dye, 
| And leave thy Melancholly Horace d TR 


— 
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. Did you, my better half, decay, | 

For what ſhould 1, the other, ſtay? ? 
what Comfort could compoſe my Mind 
When neither whole, nor yet ſo dear | 
1 I ſhould be doom'd to linger here, 

| be nd feel my worſer part ſtill left behind? 


The ſame black Day ſhall ſeize on both, OR 

It is a fixt and ſolemn Oath, | 

We'll go, l've ſworn, we both will go; 

Tho' you may firſt begin the Race, 

P11 follow with a nimble pace, | 
nd join you &er you reach the Waves below, © 


Did fierce Chimera dart her fire, 

To make my frighted Soul retire, 

Yet ſtill I would attend your State; 7 

Tho' hundred handed Gyas roſe, 

u vain mould all his Strength oppoſe, 
or Juſtice bids, and *tis approv'd by Fate: 


SH Whatever Star did at my Birth prevail, 
Whether my Fate was weigh'd in Libra's Scale, 
Or Fatal Scorpio's Beams did fhine; 

= Or Copricers's diſturbing Rays 

Thoſe Tyrants-of the Weftern Seas, t 
is ſtrange how much your Stars conſent with mine: 


From 


: 
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From Sonam" s fatal Influence 
Feve's milder Rays wece your Dafence, 
He clog'd the Wings of haſty Death; 
When thrice with an auſpicious Voice 
The States of Rome proclaim'd their Joys, 
And with their own ſupply'd your fading Breath: 


My Head had felt a falling Oak, 
But Faunus did divert the ſtroak; . 
Faunus, the Witts kind Guardian God, 
The Shrine you vow'd the Gods prepare, 
Let offer'd Bulls reward their Care: 

For me a Lamb ſhall ſhed his meaner Blood. 


N 


EA 


ODE XVII. 
© Againſt Covetouſueſs. 


OR Ivory, nor indian Stuff, 
Nor Gold adorns my gaudy Roof; 

No Cedar Beams preſs coſtly Stone 
From Quarries'of the totrid Zone, 
Where burning Rays the Marble mould; 
And join the Maſs with flowing Gold: | 
Nor yet have I an Heir unknown 
Fer ſeiz d on Attalus his Throne; 


i 


% 


4 


honeſt Clients hang my Rooms 
th Purple ſtret cht on Tyrian Looms: 
yet 1 make a fair pretence 
WW Honeſty and Innocence, 
Wd tore of Wit, and theſe compleat, 
make me lought to by the Great: d 
Wis is my Wealth, This all my Store, | 
Z dutent, I ask the Gods no more; 

Wor my great Friends: O bounteous Fate, “ 
„happy in my mean Eſtate! | 
ys puſh on Days with equal pace, 
ew Moons ſtill haſte to the Decreaſe, 
Wt you en whilſt the Bell doth toll, 
Wd ſadly warn thy flying Soul, 
ch stones provide, large Piles you rear, 
amindtul of your Sepulcher: | 
y Moles, and thy incroaching Mounds 
emove thy Floods to ſtreighte: bounds, © 
Wor greedy you would ſeem but poor . | 
Wontin'd by Nature's narrow Shore: 
ay more, you leap the Sacred Bounds, 
d ſeize your meaner Clients Grounds; 
Wo Fence too high, no Ditch too deep 
or Wealthy Injury to leap: ; 
xpell'd by greedy Avarice 
he Wife with her deat Husband flies, 
ich all her Gods, (too weak defence 

For poor and injur'd Innocence, 


— 


92 HORACE's Bor 
* They ſuffer in the common harms) | 
And ſordid Infants in her Arms: 
Yet after all this toil and heat, 
_ This Fraud and Treachery to be great, 

The laſt Retreat the Rich muſt ha ve,. 
The laſt and ſureſt, is the Grave: | 
What wouldſt thou more? to Swains and Londs 
5 An equal Koom juſt Earth affords, * 
Nor does ſhe take 4 Prince's Bones 

With greater Rev rence than a Clown's : 

Neꝰẽt ſurly c baron, brib'd with Gold, 

Brings back the Cunning or the Bold; 

Nor will he waft Prometheus Oer. 

And land him on the living Shore: 

Proud Tantalus and all his Line, 

Tho' Kings, his laſting Chains confine; 

And whether we his Aid Implore 
Or not, he's ready till to eaſe the Poor, chor 

Free him from Want, and gp him on the hayy] 


Fenn — 


0 D : XIx. 
In Praiſe of Bacchus. 


oRN out by an unuſual Rage 
I ſaw (believe it fifture Age) 
Where Bacehxs taught rhe Nymphs a Song, 
, : ' 4 In 


| In diſtant Vales; from ey' ry Wood 5 


Wich prickt- up Ears the Sat yrs ſtood, 
And ſmiling Fauns * a 8 Throog: - 


Foe! new Fear diſturbs my Soul, 
With troubled Joy my Paſſions. roul 
Whilſt full of the impetuous God: 
Eræ! ſpare, mighty Liber, ſpare, . 
Urge not the violent Rage too far: 
ſpare, n dreadful with ny angry Rod: 


Hen ; boldly I can ſpeak thy Praiſe, - 
Rehearſe the ſtubborn Thyades, - 
Too fierce to bear the eaſie Yoke: 

Thy ſtreams of Wine, thy milky Spring, 
And in repeated Numbers Sing 

Pang Honey * the melting Oak: 


Thy happy Bride's refulgent Hairs, 

That glace the Skies with brighter Stars; 
What Fate the Impious Theban ſtrook, 

How Aunt and Mother ſtrangely tore 
The trampling Wolf, and rooting Bote; 
ad fierce Lycurgus falling by his Hook: 


Indus and Ganges own thy ſway, 

And thee the barb'rous Scas odey; 
You fluſh't o'er craggy Mountains lead, f 
„ 
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O'er Hills and Dales, o'er Springs and Ta i 

The Thracian Rout, whilſt harmleſs Snakes 
In innocent folds twine round each drunken Heal 


When impious Giants climb'd on high, 
And dar'd to ftorm thy Father's Sky; 
Thy fingle Hand ſecur'd his Crown: 

You, with a Lyon's dreadful Jaws 

And frightful Nails, retriev'd the Cauſe, 
| Bold Rhetus quell'd, and ſav'd the falling Throw 


Tho' much more us'd to ſoft delight, 

. _ Unfit, unable for a\Fight © 

You once were thought, and deom'd to et 

Yet when your Heat and virtue foſe, 
What fury ſeiz d your hanghry Foes? 

| How equally inclin'd to Wars and Peace? 
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When'beanteous with your gawdy Horn 
You did from Hell's black Shades return, 
Thee Cerberus faw, and ſhow'd the Way; 
He wag' d his Tail, grew wond*rous kind, 
He lickt thy Feet, he fawn'd and whin'd; 
Nor did one Grin an WP Rage betray: | 
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He promiſeth himſelf Immortal . L 


Poor Il. 9 EN "2 x 


ODE Xx. 


O weak, no common Wing mall bear 
My riſing Body thro' the Air; 
Now chang'd I upward go; 
JI grovel here on Earth no more, 
More high than Envy's ſelf can ſoar, 
I leave Mortality and things below : 


Not me, not me, the meanly born, 

Whom the proud Fools and havghty Scorn, 
Not me ſhall Death controul: 

Not I, whom you I know not what, 

'Mecenas, call, will yield to Fate: 

Nor mall the Stygiæn Waves confine my Soul: 


Men skin o'er both my Legs is ſpread, 

And ſhining Feathers croun my Head; ; 
Above 'm curn'd a Swan: 

O'er both my Hands light Plumes do ſpring, 

My Arm is chang'd-mto a Wing, 

And now I move with greater Speed than Man: 


On a ind on ſwifter Wing, 
Than Icarus fled, I riſe and ſing; 
A ſounding Bud 1 ſoar: | 
| | | N 
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yl ſee the diſtant Notthern Pole 
Fl ſee the Southern. Billows roul, 
And ſpread my Wings poop e groaning Show 


_My Songs ſhall to the cui Ears, 
And German t hat conceals his fears 
Of Reman Troops, be known: 
The Moors, and in my numerous Verſe 
The Scythians skill'd, ſhall Songs rehearſe: 
The Spaniard roo, and he that drigks the Nb. 


6 Mourn not, no friendly drops muſt fall, 
No ſighs attend my Funeral, ; 
Ik)hoſe common Deaths may crave: 
Let no dif; graceful Grief appear, 
Nor damp my Glory with a Tear: 
And ſpare. the uſeleſs Honours of a Graye, 


\ 


- The End of the Second Book, 
Ay . 7 4” 
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t Wealth or FFT but ewes 2 . 4 
Quietneſs mukes a" happy * 0 


| „ begon, I hate ye all, * 
Both you great Vulgar, and you ſmall; i 
Nor Myſteries, Prophane; behold : 
To Boys and Maids unſtain'd with Crimes | 
The Muſes Prieſt in Sacred Rhimes 
h unknoun Songs, and wondrous Truths unfold. 


1 = 


Horn 


E The awful Kings o'er Nations ſway, _ 
Their Subjects tremble and obe; 


The Kings. themſelyes are md by June, | 
. F Who 


x * e 
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= 1 
0 Who broke the Giants Pride, and won Wl 
Eternal Safety to his Throne, | 

| And by his pow'rfut Nod doth all things mot 


One Man doth larger Ficlds poſſeſs, 

of One ſtands more fair fox Offices, 
The drudging Darling of the Crowd; 

Whilſt One his Manners, or his Friends 
or his obſequious Train commends, 
And One in Fame is greater, or in Blood: 


[ 


4 "Yet equal Death doth ſtrike a all, 
ZH The haughty Great, and humble Small, 
She ſtrikes with an impartial Hand; 
1 She ſhakes the vaſt capacious Urn, 
And each Man's Lot muſt take his tum; 
Thro? .ev'ry Glaſs the. preſſes equal Sand: $ 
t 
Whilſt Swords hung o'er proud Dame, 
Not all the Tyrant's Sweets could pleaſe 
Not Muſicks Airs could calm his Breaſt: 
The black remembrance of his Faults 
Still crowding back upon his Thoughts, 
 Diftutb'd and robb'd his troubled Soul of Re 


i. 5 


But humble Quiet ner flies o'er 
* lowly Cottage of the Poor: 
The-picaling * and purling Stream 
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She loves to haunt, ſhe loves the Plains, | 
And cheers the Plough-man loog'd from Pains 
ich ill Secuzity, and eaſy Dreams: 


He that deſires but what's enough/ _ 
Againſt the Force of Fate is Proof: 
Unſtain'd he lives, and pure from sin: 
Let violent Tempeſts break the Woods, 

And angry Whirlwinds toſs the Floods; 
Bill hath Quiet, 2 a Calm FRG, 


Let Hail his rip'ning Olives __ | 
Or let them ſhrink with too much heat, 
His batten Field deceive his Hopes; 3 
Or let his naked Trees complain —_—_ 
ot too much Dxgught, or too much Rains: MW 
£ © Froſt untimely nip his riſing Crops: A 


* 


| Now ſtill out ſtately Squares encreaſe, 

The Fiſh will find their Ocean leſs; 

The Moles thrown in extend the Shore: 

The Lord, grown weary of the Land. 
= Now builds upon the Ocean's Sand; | 

ud ſcorus the Bounds that Nature fixt _ 


But Fear, and Melancholly Cares at 
And where the Maſter climbs, er 


| They deen eee flying Mind: | 
F 2 2 
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Ag on by the ſame nimble Gales, 
; preſs the Poop where- eber he ſails,, 
And Pl he rides black Cate ſits cloſe behind. 


Well then, fince 1 nor Gain, 
Can Quiet bring, or Fears reſtrain; 
| Sinee Purple bright as ſhining Stars 
| Can ne er diſpel our Cloudy Cares; 
9 Since all the Spices of the Eaſt 
3 Can never calm our troubled Breaſt, 
| hd Why thould I madly Toyl to raiſe 

| On envy'd Pillars Palaces? | 
Why ſpend my Time, and waſte my Heli 
Why mould 1 ſtrive to change my Field, 
And thoſe Delights my Farm can yield, 
For large r —_ and more nun Wealth? 


— 


- 


on 
Touth muſt be bred in Wars aud Wa 
and taught to be Keligious. 


Er Vig'rous Boys be train'd to beat 

The ſtreights of Poverty in /War; 

Be hardly bred, improve thy Force, 
And bravely gall the Parthian Horſe; 
And let the Perſians tremble at his Spear: 


And let him live 4 lie e | 

» Midſt Dangers, Slaughters, Fears, 15 Blood; 
Be toſt with all the Storms of Fate, 

And harden'd up to prop the state; ; 

lis Coun fave, and' * into a God: 


— 


— 


Him from their Walls, has (FLIP in War, 
Let Tytants Mothers view, and fear; | 
And ler their 3rides deſpairing figh, 
Ah may. not my unskilful Spouſe 

That furious Lion madly zouſe, PIE; 
ow fierce he drives, and how our Armies fly! 


He nobly Bleeds, he bravely Dies, 7 
That falls his Country's Sacrifice; TY 1 
The flying Youth ſwitt Fate o'ertakes, x. 
It ſtrikes them thro* the tre mbling Backs, 4 
ad runs too faſt for nimble Cowardice. | 
virtue, unlearn'd to bear the baſe | 1 8 
And ſnameful Baffle of Diſgtacec, 
Nor takes nor quits the tott' ring =" 

As fickle Crowds ſhall ſmile or frown; 


Wor from 0s way ring Zteath ee: the Pages | 


True Virtue, that unbars the Sky 
To * that arc too oy to bie, 


1255 © Thro? 
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= © Thro* wondrous Ways doth upward go, 
In Scorns the baſe Earth and Crowd below; 
4 eee Wing nnen 


— 


| And jult Rmgrds the Gods deciee 
WW Fox fair, obedient Piety; 
= | Not He that ſcorns os ſcoffs his God, 
Or blabs his Myſteries abroad, | 
Shall live in the ſame Houte, or fail with me: 


Oft Jove deth heedleſs Thunder throw, 
And mix the Goed und Bad below: 
Bur. lame Revenge ſtill talks behind, 
Do's flowly dodge the guilty Mind. 

And only ſtays to take the ſurer Blow. 


ODE IV. 


1 To ape Muſe, een geile 7 
= RE ob ; 15 and Krndueſs. 


& _— RS compoſe a long, 

43 8 A pleaſing, and a grateful ng. 24 

9 Or to the Pipe or ſounding Flut 
br gently move Aollo's Lute: 


1 


| F Ea 4 | | 
OK Ut; D [ 
„ hear? or Airy Frenzy. cheat want ern P- 
nd, well, pleas'd with the Deceit? 
£ m to hear, I ſeem-to-moye... 14:4 ang T3 
wander thro? the happy Grove... u je rk wil 
ere ſmooth Springs flow, and murm' ring Brees 
5 wanton thro* the waving Trees », 
ofty Vultur's ziſing Grounds, + now Las 
hout my Nurſe Apulia s "xv wind lit. 
en young, and tir'd with Sport and Plays... T7 
bound with pleaſing Sleep L la, 
( coverd me with Myrtle Boughs, 45 
uin ſoft Murmurs ſweeren'd my Repoſe: 
onder this, and ſtrange to * om od 
it liv'd in lat Ferent/'s — Hig bak 
zh Acherontia, Bamtine Groves 1 8 
mir'd the kindneſs of the Doves: B .-anb) 3 t 
as range that I midſt Thorny Brakes, ar 
ure from Bears and creeping Snakes m 
duld lie ſo long; that Doves ſhould LL 
e Sacred Laurel round my Head. 
d 1 a Child not fear the Woods, . 
e Care and Darling. of the Gs 4 \ 
urs, Muſes, yours, I live your Care 
Saline Hills, or cold Prenefie's Air: a 
whether watry Baie pleaſe, F 1 4 5 7 
wanton Tibur lulls me into eaſe: ST 
cauſe your Springs, your Sport, and Grove , 
e all the Objects of my Love,; F441 3- tas * 9 EA 
| 24 Ty 
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When Prutus loſt Philippi 2s Field, 
. I ſafely fled, and ſcorn'd my Shield, 
?Twas Sin to Guard or to Defend 
By Mortal Arms the Muſes Friend: 
By you the proud Sitilian Rock 
1 bray'd, and ſcap'd the curſed Oak: + 0) 
Whilſt you my feeble Ship ſhall guide, | 
ru ſingly ſtem the proudeſt Tide; 

Pl travel thro* the fartheſt Eaſt, 

Where never Mortal Foot hath 10 
Britain's inhoſpitable Flood, | 
And Thracians. pleas'd with Horſes Blood, 
On Scythian Sands It boldly tread, ' 
And ftoutly fee the quiver'd Mede : 
When Ceſar, great as all our Hopes, 
In Towns hath hid his weary Troops, 
You cheer his Soul, you foften Cares, 
And eale the harſh farigue of Wars: 
You, Kind, inftru& him how to Live, © 
Give good Advice, and Joy to give: 
We know, we know how mighty Jo ve 
( Whoſe guiding Nod fules all above, 
Who governs with an equal Hand 

The raging Sea, and quiet Land; 
Whoſe eaſy and Almighty Sway | 
The Gods, and Ghoſts, and all obey ;) 
Wich Thunder ſtrob bold Tirans down, 
And beat their fury from his Throne; 


* 
” 


oon ll.  &e 34.7 23 \ "Gb 

ec know how impious Giants fell 0 $4 

om climbing Heav'n to deepeſt Hell: 4 

har borrid Troop, thoſe impious Bands, \ bag > 

elying on their num tous A 

nia they on Mountains climb'd on high 1 
1 read no ſmall Terror thro? the Sky z | 

nd thady Pelion, rais'd above 8 A 

ee high 0% pu, frighted Fever; 8 A | 

Wt how could Brawny Mimas riſe, | I N 

o laige Porphyrion 8 fright ful fize 
Wozinkt he Thunder of the Skies ? 

ow bold Typheus aim a Stroak, 

ow impicus Enel dart his Oak? „ 

00 weak their Force, and ſoon repell C 

| 22 Pallas ſounding Shield: Counts ty 

er Vulcan fought, a greedy God, 3 

that fide Matron Juno ſtood; 93 
nd Phzbs; there, a dreadful Fber˖/%. 1 

Will acm'd wich an unerring Bow: 0 

oo loves to haunt the Lycian Woods, / 

Wd in the pure Caſtalian Floods 

aſh his looſe Looks; who Songs inſpires, 

pd fills his Prieſts with pleaſing 1 

n Patara and Delos Fame 


ows, and takes from both a Name. 


| 
* 
n a 


aſh Force by its own weight muſt fall, 
t Pious Strength will ſtill prevail; 15 
Fy Fes 
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For ſuch the Gods aMi#, and bleſs, | | 
But hate a mighty Wickednels. 


Proud Ge proves this fatal rich, 
= And hot Orior's lawlefs Youth, | I 
" | ' Fen Virgin Palla ſearce could bp 5 1 
=_ The Luftful Fury of a Kipez ” A —_— 
5Till her Bow reach'd him, whilſt he firovre Wl 
With fiercer Darts than thoſe of Love: . 


The Earth, on her on Monſter thrown, 
ow Mourns the Ruin of her Son, 
Ihe grieves that het proud Children fell 

By Thunder ſtrook to deepeſt Hell: 

Nor do hot Etna 8 Flames decay, 

Yet cannot eat the Load away : 

Hot Thti«s Liver Vultures tear, 

They watch as fooh ks Parts appear, a 
=_ And ſeize them ixeight; ; the Doom was jut 
nne puniſht in the Seat of Lift, 
Wrath waits on Sin, three hundred Chains 
_ Perithons bind in wi Talus. we 
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224 bids for. enlarging. their þ + 
fire, and diſcommendiug Crafſas's Sol- 
diers, which draws on rhe 8 21 of Re- 
| gulus, 
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IS Thun bring proves that key Jove ths 

| With wondrous Force rules all above, 

Ind now as mighty Actions ſhow 

that Ceſar is a God below; 

'er Britiſh Shores out Empire's ſpread, 

or Ams have reacht the haughty Mede : A 

Would craſſus Soldiers lead their Lives, Ee 

Wo meanly yoakt to barb'rous Wives? _ = 

Would they grow old ( degenerate Race, 
Prerted Souls, and Rome's. Diſgrace? } 

== Hoſtile Arms, the Mede-obey, 

nd fight for a Barbatian's Pay? 

orget their Rites; their Name, and Blood, | 

hilſt Jove was ſafe, and Rome yet ſtood! | 

iſe Regulus did this prevent, 

e ſcorn'd baſe Terms that Carthage ſent, 

Wor would he &er by his Advice 


empt future Age t9:Comardioes—— 1 


4 


. * 2 £4 
1 — 


+45 
2 <> » 
8 


A e * B 300K l " vs 
" ts knew that Virtue's Crowns would fade, 
Unleſs the Captive Youth Mere made 
Unpitty'd Preys'to-Birb'rous Foes, +. MB 
And bore the Slavery-they choſe. 

I ſaw, ſaid He, our Eagles mine, 
And baſely fill a Funick Shrine, 

With hanging Wings our Fears upbraid 

By which they were ſo ſoon berray'd: 

I ſaw how Coward Armies ftood, 

And yield without a drop of Blood; 

I ſaw when they their Arms reſign'd, 
Their $laviſh Hands driwn back behind; 

1 ſaw our Free · men bound led home, 
Bound Conquer'd Citizens of Rome! | 
Their Gates unbar'd, they plough'd the Soyl 
Which Reman Troops did late y ſpoil: 

'Redeem'd perhaps, more free from fear 

More fierce they thall return to War, | 
More bold, more careful of their Fame; 

Lou add new leſſes to your ſhame: 

Wool once infected with a ſtain + 

Ne'er takes it's Native White again: 

And when true Virtue falle, it lies, 

Preſt down, and never cares to tiſe: 

If trembling Does when freed from Snares 

Will fight, then He'll forget his Fears: 

Then He'll be ſtout, who baſely choſe 

To truſt the Treachery oi his Foes: 


— 
* * 
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le, he no doubt, will * appear. 5» 
ind beat them in another War, 2 
hoſe Arms could t amely bear the Cords 
4 Whips of domineering Lords, 

= ho ſold his precious Liberty | 

or meaner Life, and-fear'd to Die: 
eſolv'd for Life, he did not know | 
To which he ſhould his Safety owe” 
is Nenn Courage or his Fear, | 
ad mixt diſhoneſt Peace and War; 

h tame! Great Carthage! raig'd more Mp. + 
Wo che Diſgrace of F - - ( We = 
Wis bee, chaſt Kiſs, his pratling Boys, : * 
he former partners of his Joys, : — 5 | | 
ow groyn a Slave, thrown, down. by Fate, 
Wind leſſen'd from his former State, A 
Wc hu'd; with Manly, Modeſty. . 3 
Wn Earth he caſt nis ſtubborn Eye, a = 
hilſt thus by ſtrange Advice he fought, - 
nd fix'd the wav ring Senate's Vote; 

hen thro his weeping Friends he ran 

| haſte, a glorious baniſh'd Man: 

hat Cords and Wheels, what Racks 8 
har lingring Tortures for his Pains 

e Barbarous- Hangmen made, he knew; 
n heightning Fame told more than true? 
t he his Wife and Boys remov d, 

is hindring Friends, and all he lev d, 
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EF. And thro* the Crowd he made his way, 
| That wept, and beg'd a longer Stay; 
As free as if when Term was done, 

And Suits at end, he left the Town, l 
From Buſineſs and from Cares retreat 
To the cool Neaſutes of a Country Seat. 
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ODE \ It. To As TERIA 


He tells ber that her abſent Huan 
. , Conſtant, and adoviſeth her to hav 
care of her folliciting Neighbour, 


AND why does fair Aferia mourn? 
And why deſpair of his Rerum? 
The firſt Spring Winds hall thy dear Love reſtore, 
' Soft Gales mall waft the charming Youth, | 
| Of conſtant and uniſtaken Truth, 
With wealthy Lading to the Roman Shore: 


mie driven to a diftant Coaſt, : 
= © Whitt Winter binds the Floods with F 
Sleep grows a Stranger to his Eyes: 
lle mourns in melaucholly Creeks, 
Whilſt falling Tears freez on his Cheeks, WW 
| And lengthens our the lingtiog Night with Sry 


Wit 
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while ſome from chile ſtrive to nue * 
And draw him to another Love; ' . 
They tell the Fury of her Flame; © 


Did urge believing Fratus Fears, 
And with what Luftful Heat ſhe drove; 
What Crimes the feign'd to haſten on 
The Death of thaſt Bellerophon, © 


nd take ſharp Vengeance for her . tat 
flow'! near Cc aſt Polens cha his * 
And felt the force of Woman's hate, 
Whilſt from Hyppolite he fled; -— 
A thouſand Tales, thoſe ds to vice, 
They ſtill force on him, to entice 

t fright him to deſpairing bus Bed: 


\ * LA 
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In yain, in vain, he hears no more | 
Than Rocks when Winds and Waters roar; f 


But, Fair, take heed, and guard your = 
And let not fond Ewnipe's At 


eil in, and your imguarded Soul ſurprize. 
Tho! 
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They tell how melted in thy Fires „ 4 
. 5 The miſerable Maid expires, 9 f 
ad fc all Arts that Treacherous Wit can Au WW 

They tell how Phadra's tteach'rous Tears | ; F 


Nor owns the Conqueſt of her Eyes: . | ai | 


= 

a 

3 . 
KW 


RE 


as HO RAC E's BO 
Tho none with equal Manly Force 
In Mars his Field can guide his Horſe, 
Tho? none appears ſo, brave in Am; 
Tho? none with equal Art divides 
”  ' The headlong force of Tiber's Tides, |. 
= et ſcorn the winning Beauty of en 


W 


"ISS 


0 Shut all your Doors at Evening's shade, = 
. Nor when you hear a Serenade 5 
Look down with-a regarding Eye: 

| though he vous, and mourns his Pains, 
Pi And calls chee Cruel, and complains; 


Ze cruel ſtill, aud more aud more deny. 


Whom he invites to an Entertain 


_wwhich he made for joy of his den 
ren the 4 ing Tree. [1 


9 
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F 
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H AT I, a Batchelor, intend, EE 
YV My learned Lord, and noble Friend, 
In Mars his Calends you admire z ; 8 
What mean thoſe Flowers that Crown my He 
©" "The Coals on green-turf Altars laid, 
* mall Ceulers thankful Sweets expire! 
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Poor HI. ODES © 
Ws To Bacchus pleaſing Feaſts I vow'd, 
And a white Goat's attoning Blood, 


When 1 had ſcap'd the falling Oak: | 
This day, as Years run round, a Feaſt . = 
Shall pierce my Casks; and claim the beſt, y i 
Wat long ſtor d up hath drank Ugeſtiog n 3 


Drink, drink, let num*rous Cups extend . = 
The Life of thy deliver'd Friend, —_ 
Cups large as thy extenſive Joys: 1 
Let watching Tapers chaſe the Nighhtt. 9 
Till riſing Morn reſtore the Light; . 


* — 


1 t Mirth attend, and baniſh Strife and Noiſe, T7 
, 3 : 4 * 4 


Forget, forget thy publick Cares, 
And take no thought for State- Affairs, 
We hear the German Troops oer hrowng 
The Medes now hate their former Lords, 
They fight, not yet expect our Swords; 

lady Conquer for us angel theix own: 


Our ancient Foe, he Pride 'of rai 
The fierce” Cantabrien takes the hain, 
A T ho late, at laſt he's forc'dto- yield: 
4 The Parthians fly, the Scythians now” 
WE T hcic Arrows break; unſtring their Bow, 
$ are reſoly'd to quit the fatal Field: 
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Negleft the various turns of Stare, 

The ſpoers of Chance, or nods of Fate, 
Grown private watch not o'er Affairs; 
But ſmile, and eagerly" receive 

| The Goods the pteſent time can give; 


And leave behind the Grave Fatigue of Cares. 
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OTE IN 
A A Dialogse IO Horace and Lui 


Hilf was e to your Heart, | 
In which no happier Youth had part, 


And-full of moze prevailing Charms 952 
Threw round y out Neck his deater Arms; 


5 1 floutiſt'd richer, and more bleſt 


rr * great Monarcli of the Eaſt. 
Dy dia. 1 

Whilſt all ll thy. Soul with me was, fill'd, 

Nor Lydia did to Chloe yield, | 


_ Lydia the celebrated Name, 
The only Theme of Verſe and Fame, 


I fiouriſh'd more than ſhe renown'd 

| Whoſe Godlike Son our Rome did funk, 
< Horace. 

Me Chloe now; whom ey ry Muſe / 

And ev'ry Grace adorn, ſubdues 3 


3 


323 of 1 
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r whom I'd gladly die, to ſave 
x dearer Beauties from the. Grave. 


lovely Calais doth fire | ; 
ith mutual flames of fiexce Deſire, - 


=: whom 1 twice would die, to fave 
Ws ſouth more precious from the ene 
Hor ace. 

hat if our former Loves mk; | 
our firſt Fires again ſhould burn, 
| Chloe's Baniſh'd, to make way 
the forſaken Lydia? | 

Lydia. 

o' he is ſhining as a Star, 
nſtant, and Kind as he is Fair; 
ough light as Cork, rough as the Sea, 
I would Live, would Die with thee 


. Duke. 8 
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ODE X. 


þ tells Lyce that perhaps he ſhall not 
always be able to endure her Scorn. 


D'? Lyce Drink cold Tauais Flood, 
A Scyrhian's Bride that fed on Blood, 


Yet would you grieye to ſee the kind, - 
| The 


* * 
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The conſtant Horace graſp 40 Floor, 9 
' , © Extended by thy cruel Door, rag 
Expos d to th fury of the Native Wind, 


Holt hear what Tempeſts beat thy Gate? 
Ho all ruſh on as arm'd with Fate? 


And how thy pleaſing Groves are toſt? 

| With what ſevere and piercing Light 
_ 5 The Moon and Stars now gild the Night, 
+ 11 And glaze the ſeatter'd Snow with hoary Fioft)i 


_ Thy . Pride * AUG io 
4 Ingrate, and Enemy to Lore; 
My paſſions Tide may ebb again : 
No Serthian Mother broug ht thee forth, 
| And harden'd by the freezing North, 
, | Thar ardent Lovers thus hould Court in vi 


. all my — and Gifts are weak, 
Nor violent Paleneſs of my Cheek, 
The Lover's Livery, can move; 

If that thy Husband ſcorns thy Charms, 
And takes a Songſtreſs to his Arms, 
cin ne et provoke thee to my firmer LOVES | 


o n e db Ween hebe, 
Too bard to burn in my foft Fire, 
As bete as Snakes on Lybian Shores 
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or I). ODES + my 
rho' now my patient Side can bear 8 
my Door, the Rain, and piexcing Air, 1 
time will come when eil endure a me. 


* 9 a 22 
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OT DE Xl. * 


| Mercury, e t een e 
res to move Liyde, and tells zhe _—_ | 
tf Danaus's Daughters. 


Weet Mercury (for taught by you ; 
W The liſt' ning Stones Ampbion drew) 

d pleaſing Shell, well skilPd to raiſe | 
Im ſeven ſtreteh d Strings the. ſweereſt Lays; 1 I 
ce mute, but now a Friend to Feaſts,  _ |, 1 
cheer the Gods, and Rich- mens Gueſts, ö 

y Tunes, as may provoke to hear | 
fa Hade's coy denying Ear. 
like a Colt frisks o'er the Plain, 

..ider hates, nor takes the Rein 3 

able yet to bear the Force | 

d firength of the obliging Horſe: . 
rigers, you the liſtning Woods 

Wn draw, and ſtop the rapid Floods, | | 

5 'n Cerberus. thy Force: conteſt, A 
Wc -plcas'd he lay, and lull'd in Keſt, 
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on HORACE: Boer 
Thuo' thouſand hag ee (pre: 
| 1 1 And guard around his horrid Head, 


He gently liften'd to thy Song: * 
Trion, Iytius heard below, 
And ſmil'd but with a gloomy Brow: 
The leaky Tub awhile was dry, 
And Danavs Race ſtood idle by, 
Whilſt thy harmonious Tunes did pleaſe 
They ſmil'd at theie unuſual Eaſe; 
Begin ſweet Lays, let Lyde hear 
What Crimes they did, what Pains they ben 
| Tell how their Tub can nought retain, 
But ſtill gives ſpace for idle Pain ;, 
How Vengeance" comes, tho! moving ſlow, 
And ſtrikes the guilty Souls below: 
They could (could Hell contrive a blackerDet!) 
Their Husbands ſtab, and ſmile to ſee them bi 
But one more Worthy of the Name of Wife, 
The hopes and end of every Virgin's Life, 
Her perjur'd Father bravely diſobey'd, 
+ And lives thro future Age a glorious Maid: 
| With Love and Pity in her Look. | 
She wak'd her Spouſe, and thus ſhe ſpoke, 
85 Fly, fly, leſt Fate ſhould ſeize thy Breath, 
And Sleep be lengthned into Death: 
Fly, fly, thy unexpe@ed Fate, 
band Siſters Rage, and * Hate, 
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.,- Lioneſles on a Steer [OE a Kan 
3 © ale, dn eee, . Thy FI 
2 ore tender 111, not ſtrike the Blow,  / , 
er keep thee for a fiercer Foe: ... 

Wc | my Father load with Chains, 

WS: wit and Cruelty in Pains: || : 2 
I e let him ſend to Lybian Shores, | — 
bat roys' nous Snakes, and ſwarthy Moors, 15 | 
eving you, Pd gladly bear, „ 

or ſhow I'm Woman by a Tear: | 
y, fly, dear Partner of my Bed. 
bit Night can hide, and Venus lead, 
Wy, fy, let happy Omens wait, | 
Wd guide thee thorough gloomy Fate; 
emember me, and oer my Grave" | 1 
Inte this in * eee | 4 


AE. XII 


| 

_ | 

7 congratulates Neobule's Happineſs, = 
_ who lou'd a deſerving Man. 1 

18 hard to be deny id to prove | 
The ſoft Delights of pleaſing Love, | 
i hard to be deny'd to'play, 
nd with ſweet Wines waſh Cares away, 
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Still to be toſt with doubting Fear 
Leſt angry Friends ſhould prove . 
And with ſharp Chidings wound our Ear. 
Young wanton &pid's Darts and Bow 
Have forc'd thy Spindle from thee now, 
Wy _— and all Mrinerva's Toils 
Are charming Hebre's Beauties Spoils; 
, Ne lives thy Mind's continual Theme, 
And you can think on nought but him; 
Hebre, a Youth of Manly force, 
None fits ſo wellthe manag' d Horſe; 
Bel erophon would ſtrive in vain — 
To guide with ſo gentile a Rein- 
In all he ſhows a manly Grace, 
In Cuffing tout; and ſwift in "RE 1 
When his oil'd Arms have cut the Flood = >< 
In ſwimming ſtrong; he takes the Wood, 
' Thio? Plains purſues the flying Doe, 
And ſhoots with an unerring Bow; | 
Or elſe for Boats his Coils he fers, _ 
And takes them ed in his * 


a 
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0 D E XIII. 
'To his Pleaſs ant Fountains. . 


= Brie s Sping, more clear than Glaſs, 
= That vob | thro? the * Graſs; 


DOK - I. 0 D 75 121 | 


| Thee Wine ſhould ſweeten, Crowns adorn, 
But now a wanton Ridgling dies \ 

A fious humble Sacrifice, 

flowing Blood ſhall paint Fe riſing Morn: 


" 7 
With ae me he dares to fight; 
nis fury haſtens to Delight; | 
WS Courage with Love together grows: 
nu vain, in vain; his wanton Blood 
Shall turely ſtain thy cooler Flood, 
WW py the mighty Debt his Maſter owes: 


W he furious Dog-Star's burning Beams 
Wn vain attempt thy living Streams, 
Wn vain they ſtrike thy Sacred Deep; 
Tou yield delightful liquid Snow 
ro Oxen wearied with the Plow, 
cool the thirſty Heat of wan Sheep: 


Lam. dd 
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'Y You rank'd ſhall be *midR cokle Springs, 
Wd high in Fame, while Horace ſings, - 
be ſhady Beech that riſing grows 3 
| here, by great Neptune s Trident ſtrook, | 1 
aſſage opens thro? the Rock, | | 1 

vhence thy prattling stream of Water flows. =_ 
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Aſar, who like Alcides, Rome, 


| Did march to bring the. Laurel home, 
= Bought with his Death; from diſtant Spain 
\ Is now return d in Peace again : | 
1 - Let Ceſar's Queen, with One content, 
| With pious Thanks juſt Gods preſent; 


His Siſter too, as bright in Charms, 
And great as Ceſar in his Arms: 


- I With humble _— adore; 


> "Yeſmiling Maids, ye Gitls and 3 
And you that taſte; the Marriage Joys, 
$3 yy With Mirth ſalnte our Conqu' ring Lord, 
Nor drop one inan n 8 Wang. 


This Day, to me a wy Feaſt, 
[ii Black Cares ſhall baniſh from my Breaſt: 
1 I'll feat no Tumults, fear no Pains, 


Nor violent Death, whilſt x Reigns: 
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He reſolves to be merry at Czſar's "Ren 


And you whoſe Sons kind Fates reſtore, | 


; : 


p Po 


3 | Br [ 4 | 1 bER | 
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bag me Oy), and Crowns prepare. 
wine that knew the Marfian War, 
any Cask could hidden xe 2 

om * Spartacus his * 1 


Wid ſweet Nara ſpread 3 Ohno 
Ind haſte to fly into my Arms, 5 
t if the curſed Porter ſtay, | 
nd ask thee en, come * | 


MW inowy Time hath aoal's my Rage, 
am not eager to engage, 
Wit yet I know when I was wont 

o florm at ſuch a rude Affront; | 
ſhilft Youth was warm, but Love is cold 
ad I can bear now I am old. 


k ODE. 
[e adviſeth e wo old Woman zo, b be modeſt. K 


HOU wife of Hh the Poor, 

| Fotbear, and toy in Love no more, 
bofine thy Luſt and end thy Shame, 

dr ſtrire to blaze with dying Flames 
dw neat to Death that comes but flow, _ 

* thou art ſtepping down below : „ 

ort not amongſt the Blooming Mads 
think on Ghoſts, and empty Shades: a 
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And waſte the Relicks of her Hours; 


Like wanton Kids i*th* Heat of May; 


And Drink until the Hogſhead's dry, 
T Then ſuck the Dreggs, no Blood will fly 


. 
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What ſuirs, ich Pholoe in her Bloom, 
Gray Chloris will not thee become, 5 ö 


A ed is different from a Tomb: 
Thy Daughter with a better Grace, 
Tho' Wrinkles plough her wither'd Face, 


Might burn, and rage, break young Men's Doog, 
Let Nothus Love force he: to play 


Lucerian Wool with Purple ſtainꝰ d 
Not Harps become thy wither'd Hand, 
The Purple Roſ. y Crowns'diſgrace 
The Earthy Paleneſs of thy Face; 


To thy pale Cheek, nor Softneſs to thy Eye. 


| x And freed be eld e from his Fears: 


enk XYL 
A. * All Tauer obey Gold, 


Tower of Braſs, Gates ſtrong and bai 
And watchful Dogs ſuſpicious Guatd, 
From creeping Night Adulterers, 
That fought impriſon'd Danac s Bed, 
Might have ſecur'd one Maiden-Head; 


But Juve and Hanes ſoon- betray'd. - . 
The jealous Guardian of the Maid, 
They knew the way to take the hold; 
| They keg OO open lye | 
yhen ove hinaſelf vas Brbe and unn: to Gold: = 


Gold loves to break through Gizes and Barr, 
It is the Thunderbolt of Wars 

It flies thro? Walls and breaks a way: 
By Gold the Argive Avgur fell, 
It taught the Children to rebel, 

u made the Wiſe her fatal Lord betray: 6 


When Engines, and when Arts do fail, 
The golden Wedge can cleave the wp 
Goid Fhilip's Rival Kings &erthrew ;- © 
Rough Sea-men, ſtubborn, as the Flood 
And angry Seas that they have plow'd, - 
ice ſnare, and. eaſily ſubdue; 
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Care ail attends 2 Sb 
And-craving Appetite for more; 
Mecenas, Honour of our Knights, 
How juſtly was thy Friend afraid 
To raiſe his too conſpicuous Head, | 
id ſoar too lofiy, and to envy'd Heights # 
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| Thoſe that do much themſelves deny, 
Ala-eceive more Bleflings from the Sky: - 
oo I jove a mean and ſafe Retreat; 
Wes” And naked now with haſte retire - 


—_ - To Humble Thoſe who nought deſire; 
=—_ - And joy to leave the op of che Gar: 


1 ͤ my ſcorn'd Farm a greater Lord. 
Than if my'crouded Barns were ſtord 

With all the ſtout Appulian reaps; 
Than if to me Pactolus ram of © 
And roul'd/in flowing Tides of Gain, 

nn 1 was neee e Heaps 4 

. 4 acting , 8 „4 Grove; 

{ To raiſe my Song, and eaſe my Love, 
My Farm that ne' er deceives my Hopes, 
Make me ſeem happier to the Wiſe, | 

| Tho" not to baſe and vulgar Eyes 
Than he that boaſts his fruit ful * s Ctopt: 


Tho no Calabfian Bees do givtre 
Their grateful Tribute to my Hive, * 
No Wines by Rich campania ſent 

In my Ignoble Casks, ferment; | 

No Flocks in Gallick Plains gon r 
Jet I am free from pinching Want. 

And beg'd 1 more, my Lord would grant 

Ad to wy Wiſhes "we my Eſtate; 


Poor m. 0 5 K * 1 
dur now more ſafe; and more ſecurely bleſt 

Than if my Hand graſp'd Eaſt and Weſt: 

He, that asks much, muſt ſtill want more; 
Happy, to whom indulgent Heav'n n 
Enough, and ſparingly hath giv'n, "hee 
a made his Mind proportion'd to his Store. 


8 * 5 _ 5 24 
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3 ODE XVI. j 
: 2dvi/c:b hit noble Friend Ælius La. Y j 
3 mis 10 live merrily. 1 9 


Reat Sir, from ancient Lamws ſprung, 
4s noble a Deſcent, as long; 

1 From him, the Spring, thy gen*rous Blood 
. 3 undifurbed Streams has flow'd; 

om him the Lamias took their Name, 
nd ſwell the Annals of our Fame, 

n gen'rous Blood rowi'd nobly down 

; om bim that fill'd the Formian Throne, 
bere ſwoln with Rain ſwift Liris roats, 

nd waſhes fair Marita 's Shores, 51 
= Potent Scepter grac'd his Hand, cir 
and meaſur'd out a wide Command) —_ 

WT mo:row furious Winds ſhall ſpread © 

Wc troubled Shore with uſeleſs Weed, 
ac fill the Woods with {ſcatter d Leaves, ö nt 
es thc caving Crow deceives,  -., 
Y G4 
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And storm, and never-caws in vain : 
And all enjoy a thort-liv'd Liberty. 


Whoſe Favour and Protection he ej 


Still flows with Wine; if Pray'rs invoke, 


Defend my Fields, and ſunny Farm, 


The Lambs midſt rav'nous Wolves repoſe, 


Then ſmiles to Dance where once he dug. 


The Crow that ſtill foretells 2 Rain 


Now Pile rhy Wood whilft ſound and dry, 
To-morrow Morn a Pig ſhall die, 

And Wine mall cheer thy Slaves and thay 
From Country Toil, and Buſtneſs free, 


"4 
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OD E XVIII. To F Aunt 


1 


Aunus that flying Nymphs purſues, 
And Courts as oft as they refuſe, 
If yearly Ridglings ſtain thy Grove, 
If the large Bowl, the Friend of Love, 


And thy old Shrines with Odors ſmoke, 


And keep my tender Flocks from harm: 
Ober graſſy Plains the wanton F:ocks, 
The Village with their idle Ox, 

Sport o'er the Fields. all finely dreſt 
When cold December doth reſſore thy Feaſte | 


The Wood to thee ſpreads ruſtick Boughs, 
The Ditcher, with his country Jug, 


00 


ern. "ODEs: i 2 
ODE XIX. 


merry 0 de to his Frieud who was a 
| Student. 3 


o many Years dwide 
old achus and Codras Reign, 
Who for his Country bravely dy*d, 
You ſeek with mighty Pain, | 
ele ate the idle Labours of thy Brain. 


Old Aacus you can derive from Fove, 
And tell what mighty Kin he had above; 
You all the Trojan Wars can write, 
But never mind what Wine will 'coft, 
Who make a Feaſt, and who invite, 
And who a Fire prepares at Night 
dy Winter n the Fields with hoazy Froſt. 


A Glaſs! come — Moon, 
| To Midnight, and to Morning one; 

We'll never part while the Stars ſhine; 

Forget thy Books, thoſe idle Dreams, 

Fill round, three Bowls, or nine, 
e ſober Jollicy's Extreams. 


== He that th' uneven Muſes "IRAN 
With three times three his heat * 
2 


; And only cheer, but rn mage the Sout: 


2 let them Nine, and nx: at our it 


” Whilſt 1 a dull expecting Fop 


* 1 eg _— Fines, 


a3. HO'RACE's Bo 
A ſtaring Poet, rais'd by ev'ry Bowl; : 


The ſober Grace with th' naked two, 
Afraid of Brawls, bur Three allow, 


I muſt be Mad, what means the Flute} 
Why hangs the Pipe and ſilent Lute? 
I hate a. Niggard, quickly ſpread 

The ſweeteſt Roſes round my. Head; 
Let eus hear the roaring Noiſe, 
And ſhe the Neighbouring Miſs 
That doth his feeble Love deſpiſe, 


Thee kanst with thy buſy 5 
And like the brighteſt Evening Star 
Ripe Chloe ſeeks with warm deſires; 


Still linger on with lazy hope, 


ODE xx. 
He 401 his Friend not to rin 5 

Part 4 Lover and his Miftreſs T 
De $T ſee what Dangers muſt attead 


Thy Pious Duty to thy Friend; 
* Tis hard to rob a TIO of her 1. 


x 


oor III. 0 0 ES. 13 

nan bafled, thou malt ſoon retreat, 8 

= And midſt the ſhame of a defeat 

WW acqual Foe confeſs her force too ſtrong. | 

u ben ſhe with Fury rais'd ſhall move 

Thro* throngs of Youth that offer Love, 

nd ſtrive to win her Heart; to ſeize the Fair; 
Then ſhall we ſee who wins the Day, 

And who ſhall ſeize the Beauteous Prey, # 

ain * have * greateſt ſhare : „ 


Whilſt you your winged Aue draw, 
She whets her Teeth, and ſpreads her Paw; 
Whilſt he that muſt beſtow the Prize 
= Sits unconcern'd with gloting Eyes; 
In all around his amorous Glances ſpread, 
= His perfum'd looſe and wanton Hair 
= Permitting to the waving Air, 
is ſweet as Nirews, Or as Ganymed. 
_ 4H 


He Dedicates his Pine to Diana. 
IND Guardian of my Hills and Grove, 


= The teeming Women from the Grave, 
Piat here on Earth, in Hell, and great Above. 


ho thrice implor'd doſt hear, and ſave 
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133 HORACE's Boorii 
This Tree be thine, that long hath flootb i 
To ſhade my Houſe; as Years roul round 
A Bore that aims a ſide- ways wound 
Shall php fain the RO with offer'd Blood 
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0 D E XXIII. 
Innocence teaſes Heaven more that 


N e 


A Fat and e Sacrifice 
Is not the welcom'ſt Tribute to the Skies, 
. hey re more delighted with the ſmall expency 
Of p and Innocence. 
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Ler ruftick Phydile prepare 

At each new Moon an humble Pray'r, 

; And at her old Penates Shrine 

Pour one ſmall bowl of Country Wine, 

And ſtain their Altars wit h a greedy Swine; 

No ſcorching Winds fliall blaſt her Fruit, 
Her Corn be free from barren ſmut ; 
Nor let her darling Children fear 


The ſhiv'ring Agues Mie Year, 


8 2 
Ne 


5 


D 544 
FT 


The Sacrifice 3 Paſtures feed, 
Or Snowy Algidum's cold Moumains breed 
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Midſt fruitful Oaks a pamper'd Beaſt, 

Shall flain the Axes of the Prieſt: 

But why ſhould you profuſely try 

With flaughter'd Flocks to bribe the ley, 1 

ice Myrtle Crowns, and from the neighbourin = 

Few ſprinkled drops ſhall pleaſe rhe God [Fl 

Kore than whole K ivers of their SEAS Blood? 
If with an unpolluted Hand, 

hich neither Blood nor. wicked Arts have Rain'd, 

A little Meal and Salr you bring, ch be 

vill prove a more prevailing Offering | 

ban all the W of the Eaftern King. 


0 D E XXIV. 


WV thing can ſecure a Man from Death, 
und Covetouſneſs is the Noot 4 all * 


Loa the Spice and Gold | 
rabia ſweats, and the rich Indies hold; 9 
Tho- you extend your Palaces . 
| O'er the Tyrrhene, and Pontick, Seas; 

When ftrong Neceſſity 

hall fix her Adamantine Hooks on thee, 
When ſhe ſhall drag away 

» The trembling melancholy Prey, 
Not alt thy Wealth fhall fave 


. 


hy Mind from Fear, or Body from the Grave. 2 : 
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Happier the wandring Seythians live, 


Who all their Houſe in one ſmall Waggon = 


| Where no unequal bounds 
Do patcel out the Land in private Grounds, 


The Corn grows freely for the common Good 
And when one Year their Fields they Ploy, 


They fit at Eaſe, whilſt others toil, . 
And 2 pains manure the publick Soil, 


There all the Cups the e Hands pieſa 


10 unſuſpecting Heirs are innocent: 


No Wife confiding on her Dow'r, 
Or rich Gallant uſurps her Husband's Foy'r; 


None there a lawleſs ſway pretends, 
Her Portion is the virtue of her Friends, 
And cautious Modeſty 
That cloſer draus the Marriage tye, 


They fear to fin, or ſinning doom'd to dye. 


Hie that would prize his Country's good, 
And ſtop the Iſſue of our Civil Blood; 
He that would ſtand in Braſs as fix' d as Fate, 

Be nam'd che Father of the State; 

Let him reſtrain this brutal Rage: 
- A glorious Man in future Age! 
Since envious we deſpiſe 
Virtue when preſent, when it flies 


stand and | gaze after it vith longing _ 
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| 
ook III. O DES. 
vice only Yields to: Pain, + fp rad : 1 
—WB conducts ew oF..." = 
Pad cut it off by neceſſary Law [i 
And what are Laws! State an | 
Unleſs obey'd + 421 
With the ſame Rev'rence they were made, 
leſs our Manners and the Rules agree! 


The Merchants dare to cut As Line, 

here Beams ſtill boil the We ue ee 
Nox can the frigid Coaſt - 1 
That lyes bound up with lazy Froſt, 

Nor all the Snow and Northern Ice, 

E'er cool the Sailer's flaming Avari cem 
In feeble Ships they dare to ride 

| And boldly ſtem the higheſt Tide. 

EW hen ſcarce three Inches them and Death divide, 
For Poverty, that great diſgrace, 

still drives them on the vicious Races 
Whilſt Virtue's Pat hs that lead on high © - 

E Untrod and unfrequented lie, .  - « 
ee think it worth their while to elimb the * 
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To jene s, great ns let Remans bring 

Their Wealth, a grateful Offering; 

For thoſe that thus their Treaſures ſpend, 

* lee Crown, and joyful Shouts attend: 
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_ . * the _ en ey its Birth, 


| Our Nobles Sous with an unequal force 


| They hate the Ring, nor dare to ride the Cowl: 


2 r 


That Greece e' er taught, or Rome improy'd, t 


The Pleaſures of heir Days, and Study of their Nit 
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a Grow grey in baſe Oppreſſion, and Deceit z 
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136 HORACE 's -Boox wil 
Or in the Neighb'ring Flood 2 
Let's caſt our Jewels and our Gold, 
For which we have our Virtue ſold, 
Our Gold the dear- bought cauſe of all our Blow 
Wealth, form' d near Hell, when here on Ba * 


If we © + a; | 
And Follies of our own and Father's times, 
We muſt root but M very Seeds of Sin, 

And plant new Virtue in; 

The Soil is ſoft, and if manur'd with care, 

And manly. Arts, may bear 

A fruitfal Crop, Virtue may ſprout again, Wi 

And with a vaſt encreaſe reward the Tiller's pinhil 


Now ſcarce can fit the Manag'd Horſe, 


Bur Cards. unlawful Dice, 
And all the my ſteries of Vice 


For theſe they nobler Deads forego; 
| Theſe are their Arts, their chief delights, 


Mean while their perjur'd Fathers cheat, 


|: 


To their beſt Friends their Oaths are Snares, 
Whilſt at the vaſt Expence | ; 
Of Honeſty and Innocence, 
eey heap up Wealth for their unworthy Heirs. 
1 eir Stores encreaſe, and yet, I know not what, 
Wy £till they do ſomething want, (grant, 
= Which neither Pains can get, nor Heav'n can 
$ o ſwell their Narrow to a full Eftate. 
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00D 
ow being grown Old, he bids Jug? 
zo Love, 


NCE I was gay, and great in Charms, 
Succeſs ſtill waited on my Arms, 
In Venus Battels bravely ſtout, - 3 Yah 
1 fought, and conquer d when 1 fought :. 
But now my Arms and wanton Lyre, 
Whoſe Tunes could ſpread Harmonious Fire, 
Whoſe moving ftroaks could ſoon impatt 
Soft Wiſhes to the tender Heart, 
My Torches, Leavers, Darts and Bows | 


Phat broke the Doors that did oppoſe, _ „3 
WW That did all Obſtacles remove e 


Which binder'd my purſuit of Love, 
In Venus Shrine unheeded lie 
With all my Love's Artillery: 
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138 HORACE's Boot 
Great Goddeſs who o'er Cyprus reigns, 
And ſcorching Memphis burning Plains, 
Let coy and ſcornful chli know = 
The fury of thy Cupid's Bow; 
And let her ſmart for her diſdain, / 
1 E her breaſt, wage] I Wan love n 


0 D "op XXVII. 
7 Lide, on Neptune's Feſtival, 


HA r thould I do at Neptwune's Feaſt, 
What beitet ſhauld my Thoughts emyl 
What ſhould 1 dò but treat my Gueſt, 
And how the greatneſs of my Joy? 
Wine, Lye, Wine; ſcorn ſober Senſe, 
My Bowl is ſtrong, and that will make a weak dt 
Doſt ſee how half the day is paſt? 
And yet as if wing d Time would ſtay, 
vou till the precious: Minutes waſte ; 
And lead me on with flow delay. 
Wine, Zjde, Wine; to raiſe my flame, 


2 0¹⁴ buſty Wine, and ſeal'd- with Bibuluꝰs Nat 
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Pl Gng great- a bound: by Nenn 
Il ſing the Nereids Sea-green Hair; 
And how they fit, and ſpread their Locks 
To tempt the greedy, Marinee: 
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Po fo your Harp £ Latons "ou 


. ro Paphos guides with ſilken Strings, 


* 


hies Arrows mot from an nee s 5 


zoth her whs FRI 1 3 Doves 


ie capid, wait, and wanton Loves 


WF an their warm Mother with their Wings: 
ut Songs and Thanks mall praiſe the Nicht, 
© 1 liogring Ly and OY "TO for 827 1 


OD E XXIX. 


Y noble Lord of Royal Blood, 
; : I have a Cask neer pierc'd before; 


3 : My Roſes pluck'd to grace thy: Oo 
bar and ſweet as e'er Proneſie bote. 


/ 


WWF rom all the Shackles of delay, 
From watry Tibur's Fields retreat: 
ec not low Aſula delight, . 
or let her Vales detain thy fight, 
Wo: ailicide Telegenus his Seat. 
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7e batte, my Lord, and break away 


invites Mecænas 70 an Bere 


That from the Tuſcan Monarchs flow'd, 


gt 


ſy Garlands wreath'd, my Crowns are * 
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14 HORACE" Boot 
From thy diſguſtiag Plenty fly, 
Thy Palace leave that mounts on high 
And hides her Head in bending Clouds; 
Admire ho more (but quickly come) 
The Wealth, the Noiſe, and Smoak of Tow 
That happy Manſion of our future Gods. 


Changes have often pleas'd the Great, 
And in a Cell a homely Treat; | 
But ſweet and good, and cleanly dreſt, 
Tho' no rich Hangings grace the Rooms, 
Or Purple wrought in Tyrian Looms, 
Have ſmooth'd a careful Brow, and calm'd at 
- bled Biest. ER 


The Dog's and Lion's fury riſe, 
wWwith doubled Beams they ſcorch the Skies 
The Swains retire to mid-day Dreams: 
The bleating Flocks avoid the Heat, 
And to the Springs and Shades retreat; 
And not one breath of Air curles o'er the Stirn 


Whilſt you fill watch the turns of Fate, 
The careful Guardian of our State; 
Intent on what the Mede prepares: 
What leads the quiver'd Perſſan forth, 
4 What moves the Ba#rian, and the North,” 
=” Are the diſtracting Objects thy Cares. 
* 
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zox III. 0 DES. 14 
Fucure Events wiſe Providence 11 
Bath hid in Night from humane Senſe, 
To narrow bounds our Search conſin d: 

And laughs to ſee proud Mortals try 

To fathom deep Eternit 

th the mort 1 of theis Mind. 


Thoſe Joys the nies Hours produce 
Take thankfully, my Lord, and uſe; 

All other things like Rivers flow, 

In their own Channels thro? the Plain, 
They fall into the Tuſcan Main, 

And bleſs the Country as they go: 

When Rain hath rais'd the quiet Floods, 
Whilſt Neighb' ring Mountains all around 
are filPd, and Eccho with the Sound, 
They whirl the eaten Rocks and Woods, 
Idrown the gtowing Labouts of the Plow. 


53 


He's Maſter of himſelf alone, 

He lives, that makes each Day his own: 

ne lives that can diſtinctly ſay 

bs enough, for I have liv'd to Day: 

Let Fove to-morrow ſmiling riſe, 

Or let dark Clouds ſpread o'er the Skies: 

fe cannot make the Pleaſures void 

Nor ſower the Sweets 1 have enjoy'd, 

t call that back which winged hours have 
born away, „ 


waz HO RAC E's Boo. 
| Still Fortune plays at faſt and looſe, - 
And Kill maliciouſly jocoſe, - 
Her cruel Sport ſhe urges on; 
Now ſmiles on me, on me beſtows, 


And then upon another throws 2 
vaſt heaps of Wealth, and takes them back aſa 
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Whene'er ſhe ſtays with what the brings 
I'm pleas'd, but when the ſhakes her Wingy, 
I ſtreight refign my juſt pretence; 
I. give her back her fading Gold: 
My ſelf I in my Virtue, fold, 

And live content with Want, and Innocence, 
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Feed When ſpreading Sails rough Tempeſts teat, 
1 make no lamentable Prayer; 
1 do not bargain with the Gods, 
Nor offer coſtiy Sacrifice 
To ſave my precious Tyrian Dyes 
From adding Riches to the greedy Floods, 
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Een 'midſt theſe Storms 1'11 ſafely ride, 
My Bark mall ſtem the higheſt Tide; 
Tho? Tempeſts toſs, and th Ocean rayes, 
Caftor ſhall gather gentle Gales, 
And Pollux fill my ſpreading Sails, 

And bear me ſafe thio? the Ægean Waves. 
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bor Ill. ODE * 143 


OD E XXX. 
He promiſeth himſelf Eternity. 


IS finiſh'd; I have rais'd a Monument 

| More ſtrong than Braſs, and of a vaſt extent: 
her than Egypt's ſtatelieſt Pyramid, 5 
at coſtly Monument of Kingly Pride; 

high as Heav'n the Top, as Earth the Baſis wide: ; 
ich eating 5howers, nor Netfh-wind"s feeble Blaſts 
whirling Time, nor flight of Years can waſte: 
hole Horace ſhall not die, his Songs ſhall ſave 

e greateſt Portion from the greedy Grave: 

| freſh 1'1l grow, ſtill green in future Praiſe, | 
| Time is loſt, and Reme it ſelf decays ; 

the Chief-Prieſt and ſilent Maid no more 

cend the Capitol, and Fove adore ; 0 
here violent Aufid rouls thro' humble Plains, 
ad where ſcorch'd Paunus rul'd the lab'ring Swains, 
dere hall my Fame reſound, there all mall cry 
was I, the great from mean deſcent, *twas I ' 

Lat ficſt did dare to bind the Grecian Song, 

ad unknown Numbers in the Romer Tongue: 

| le take thy Merits due, and proudly raiſe. 

dy Head, and giadly Crown my Brows-with Bays. 


The End of the Third Book, 
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"Book : the Fourth: : 


- OD EL To 8 


. He is mow grown old and unfit ji 


Love. 2. Defires her to go and ui 
Wang Paulus. 3. Tet be ſtill thil 
on 4 0 lovely Boy Ligurine. 


1. O NG interrupted War 
Thou, Venus, doſt again renew, 
A Hate purſue; 
. Oh ſpare, for Pity, Venus, ſpare. 


1 am not what I was 
In lovely Cynera's eaſie Reign, 
„ When Heat warm'd ev'ry Vein, 
And manly Beauty fill'd my Face. 


0 0% W. 0 D E oy OX A A 
Ceaſe, Queen of ſoft Nefires... * 

ro bead my Mind grown | 6 yith Ages, 
. And fifty Years engage | 
HS in thy Wen Fires. . us bn a 


LH 3: Youth and Beauty hear 
Go where their tender wiſhes. call.” | 
# And let their Sighs prevail; 
Co free young Virgins of i beat. 5 


2. There is a Noble. Kone, 
In Paulus Houſe, go drive thy Doves. . 
And revel with thy Loves, 


His Heart deſerves thy choiceſt Flame: . 3 | 


For he is great in Charms, "EF 
The chiefeſt Honour of the Bar. 
He'll make ſucceſsful War, 
And ſpread the Gl y of thy, Arms. 


When he the lovely Smiles, 
When he the happy Man ſhall prove, 
And win by naked Love 
His giving Rivals coſtly ſpoils; 


Of qdar grac d with Gold, 
A ſtately Pile halb proudly riſe... 
As glorious as the Skies, 


And thy bleſt Image gladly hold; 2013.8 
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Before thee thrice a day 


With Incenſe ſweet thy Shrine ſhall ſmoke, 
And Boys and Maids invoke, 


And dance, and praiſe thee as they pray; 
= | In wanton order move, 
| 1 While Pipe; and Flute, and charming Lyte 
5 | Compoſe the joyful Quire, | 
| 3 And naked all, and fit for Love. 


No Maids, no want en Boys, 
No empty hopes of mutual Love, 
My feeble Paſſions move, 


Or quicken my dead Soul to Joys: 


———— Gn * 
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E'en Crowns and Wine diſpleaſe, 

I cannot laugh and drink all Night, 
Old Age doth cramp Delight, 

And lead me down to lazy Eaſe: 


i 3. But Ah! what's this, my Dear! 
_ 28 Dear Ligurine, ah tell me why 


_ © Theſe drops forfake my Eye, | 
And tender ſighs fan ev*ry Tear. | 
0 I 
Why doth my flowing Tongue | Y 
1 In unbecoming filence fall!? 
And why do ſighs prevail, 1 


Andi in the midſt ſurprize my Song? 


Thee, thee, my lovely Boy, : 
Now now 1 claſp, and now in Dreams 


Purfue o'er Fields, and Streams ; 
Thee, thee, my, Dear, * flying Joy: | 


2 ODE I. 


To ANTONIUS Jour vs. 


1. None can imitate Pindar. 2. Com- | 
mends Antony, and propoſes Cefar's _ 
Actions as a fit Subject for his Muſe. 


JE that to equal Pindar tries, ®; 
With Waxen Wings he vainly flies 
Too near exalted Fame; 
And muſt expect a Fate like his 
Who fell, and gave the Sea a Name. 


As violent Rivers, ſwoln with Rain, 

Break o'er the neighb' ring fruitful Plain 
With an impetuoiſs Stream; 

So Pindar doth all: Banks diſdain, 

And overflows the higheſt Theme. 


In all he doth deſerve the Crown, 
Trdes he ruſhes boldly on., 

And rouls new words along; 
Through lawleſs Dytherambicks thrown; 


or Thunders in a looſer „ 
. M 2 „ 


148 HO RAC E' s Boo 
Or Gods, or Gods next Kindred, Kings, ; 
In mighty Numbers mighty Things, 
Or valiant Heroes Names 
1 That kill'd the Centaurs, nobly ſings, 
And quench'd the fierce Chimers's flames. 


f + 
Fg 4 


Or praiſed him that ſwiftly rode, 
And Crown'd return'd almoſt a God 


| 1 | From the Olympian Race; 
L . Or Verſes on the Brave beſto w' d, 
bo More ſounding and more ſtrong than Braſs, 
9 2 ; 
l 3 or ſoftly ſings with pious grief 
= A Youth ſnatch'd from his weeping Wife, 
1 3 : And bears their Names on high, 
= Their virtuous Manners pleaſant Life, = 
1 And doth forbid their Loves to dye. 
; | 4 
The Theban Swan Vaſt whirls of Ait 
Thro' bigheft Regions ſwiftly bear 
when he deſigns to'rife, 7 
When he his lofty Head doth rear + 1 
And ſhoots it thro' the Cloudy Skies. 
Yo : : A 
I like a Bee with Toil and Pain 1 
Fly humbly o'er the flowry Plain, : 
And with a buſie Tongue * 


The little Sweets my Labours gain, | 
. > Iwork at laſt into a Len 


% 
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2. But you thall ſing in higher strains 

what Conqueſis mighty Ceſar gains, 
How great his Pomp appears, 

When juſtly Crown'd he leads i in Chains 

The German Trophies of Ty: Wars, 


| Greater than him no Age ean know, 
Nor, if they would, the Gods beſtow ; 
No, they can bleſs no more 
If they their Bounty ſtrove to ſhow, 
And would the Golden Age reſtore: 


Then thou malt ſing our feaſting days, 
our City's Joy, and publick Plays, 

At Ceſar's wiſhꝰd return: 
Then thou-thalt ſing how ſtrife decays, 
And Courts their peaceful Clients mourn. 


And there if any patient Ear 
My Muſes feeble Song will hear 

My Voice ſhall found thro* Rome: 
Thee, Sun, 1'1l fing, thee, lovely fair; 
Thee, thee P11 praiſe, when Ceſar s come. 


As you, great Poet, march along, 
From ev'ry Heart and ev'ry Tongue |) 
A joyful ſound. ſhall move, 
lo Triumphe be the Song, 7 
| Whilſt Incenſe ſmokes to Gods ones 
| H.3. 


Then 
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Ten fair large Bulls, ten luſty Cows 
Muſt dye, to pay thy richer Vows; 3 
Of my ſmall ſtock of Kine 
A Calf juſt wean'd, now Youthful grows 
In' Paſtures fat, to fall for mine: : 
Unus'd to puſh doth wildly run, 
And as the third-days riſing Moon 
; So bend his tender Horns; 
All over Red, but where alone 
A milky ſpot his front adorns. 
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ODE III. To bis Muſe. 
By her Favour he gets Immortal Re- 
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A T whoſe bleſt Birth propitious Rays 
The Muſes ſhed, on whom they imile, 
No duſiy IA hmian Game 
Shall ſtouteſt of the Ring proclaim, 
Or to reward his Toil © | | 
W reattr Ivy Crowns, or grace his Head with Bays 
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Nor Victor, Laurel round his Brows, 
In an Achean Chariot ride: 

No glorious feats of War 
His happy skill, and Arms declare, 
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| when he hath broke the pride, 3» 
ad baffled dreadful threats of baughty * 


But frightful Tibur's ſhady Groves, 

Its pleaſant Springs and ppcling Streams, 
Shall raiſe a laſting Name, 

And ſet him high in ſounding Fame, 

For Lyric, Verſe the nobleſt Themes, |; 

reat as his Migd, and various as his Loves. 


Jome Empreſs of the Nation's Writes, 1 
Writes me amongſt the Lyric Trainz 

And hence 1 Honour raiſe, . 
Immortal Love and laſting Praiſe 

Secure from Fears, and Pain, | 
Wot POO _ now but faintly bites. 


| Sweet Muſe, that tun 5ſt the N. Lyre, 
And draw'ſt ſoft Sounds from ſtubborn String, 
That can'ſt the Envious pleaſe, be 
And ſoften Fury into Eaſe, 
Teach filent Fiſh to ſing, 
nd Tunes as ſweet as zig Swans inſpire, 
'Tis thine, ſweet Mouſe, thy Gift . 
That as 1 walk all cry *Tis he | 
That warms with Lyric Fire, 
'Tis he that tunes the Roman Lye; 


H 4 6 . a BR n / a 
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And that I pleale, 1 FO e 
Suppoſe 1 pleaſe, 1 have it all from thite. ” 
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ODE V. 


G Here's Son, Ron's 94 56 1 Lord, 

How long mall we thy Abſence mow! 

Thy promis'd {elf at laft afford, 
Rome's ſacred Senate begs: Return. 


RY 
1 


Great Sir, reſtore your Country Licht; 
When your auſpicions Beams ariſe, 
Juſt as in Spring, the'Sun's more bright, 
And fairer Paſs ber mine Jer re 


As tender Mothers wajt their Sons 
Whom Storms have toſt above à Year, 
Aud ev*y nimble Bay that runs 
They load with Vows, and pious Fear: 


They ne'er their Eyes from th' Shores remove, 
Longing to fee their Sons reſtor'd; 
Thus Rome, inſpir'd with Loyal Love, 
Expects her gie at, her gracious Lord. 


The Ox doth ſafety Paſtures trace, 
Aud fruit ful Ceres fills out Plains, 


loox IV. ODE S. 


Ine Merchant ſails o' er quiet Seas, 
And unſtain'd Faith, and Viatue reigns. 


lo baſe adulrty ftains our Race, 


he Child can ſhow his Father's Face; 


ſho doth the dreadful Germans fear, 

The Scythian Rage, or Parthian Bow, 
t who the threatning Spaniards War, 
Whilſt Ceſar lives, and rules below? 


n his own Hills each fora his 399 

ro Widow Elms he leads his Vine, 
Ind chearful, when his Toils are done, 
lurckes thee o'er a Glaſs of Wine: 


0 thes our Prayers and Wines Jo flow, 
To thee the Author of our peace, 

s much as grateful Greece can ſhows 

To Caſtor, or great Hercules: 


ong may you live, you Days be fair, 


lis is our ſober Morning Prayer, 

And theſe our drunken Vows at * 
Hs 

1 


Sit Law hath tam'd that ſpotted vice; 


ain waits on Sin, and checks its riſe. 


beſtow long Feaſts, and long Delight; 


ODE. 


f 
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0 D E VI. 
* Apollo and Diana. 


3 4 whom Niobe s Race did know 
A ſharp Revenger of a haughty Tongue, 
_ Whom Luſtful Titus wrong 

Provok'd to draw his fatal Bow; 


And ſtout Achilles found too great a Foc: 
ar % | 


Tho” fierce in Arms, tho' Theti: on, 


Tho' Death did wait upon his Sword, and Feu 


Attended on his Spear; 
Tho? wretched Troy almoſt o'erthrown 
Confeſt his force, 11 _—_ to Ar alone. 


Like Oaks which biting Axes wound, 


x Or Cypreſs tall which furious Storms divide, ' 


He ſpread his Ruin wide: 6 
He felt the fatal Dart, he groan'd _ 
And hid his noble Head in Trojan Ground: 


Not he in great Min'rve's Horſe | 
Had cheated Troy, and Priam's heedleſs Court, 
- Difloly'd 4n Wine and Sport; 
'Eut hot, and deaf to all remorſe, 


Had fiercely ſtorm * our Walls with open force: 


Ty 


And when W * had ro 0 ercome 
Foo ſavage he, alas ! with Grecigh Flames 
Had burnt the breeding Dames, 
And in their Mothers burning Womb, , 
oor harmleſs Infants found # an ü Tomb: 


But your kind Prom, gi. Venus Face, 
And bent Fove's, mighty, Mind 

To grant a more auſpicious place 

To gle a Town for great <Eneas Race: 


Fain d artiſt on the Muſes Tyre, 


Sweet, ſmooth· fac d charming God, 
Improve the Rage thou didit inſpire, 
ncreale my heat and ACA dba 


From Phebus all my Fancy. came» 3 

Twas Phabus firſt t hat taught me how to ang; 

And ſtrike the ſpeaking String: 

He Art inſpir'd, he rais'd my Fame, 
ave me the glory of a Poet's Name. 


You noble Maids, and noble Boys, 

The chaſt Diana's chiefeſt care below, | 

Whoſe dreadful Darts and Bow a 

Tierce Tjyers fear; obſerve my Voice, 
dblcrve che meaſures of the publick Joysz 


revail'd on Fate, made ; angry Juso kind, We 


That bath'ſt thy yellow Locks in Zavthus Flood; 


x 
* 
* 


, 
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Juſt Praiſes give Laton#s son; 
And ſing the Moon with her encreaſing Light 
The beauteous Queen of Night, 
Kind to our Fruits, and ſwift alone 
To turn the rapid Months, and whirl em dom 


when Marriage Bands confine thy Love, 
Then boaſt, as Yeats bronghe round the Fa! Pla 


£3 24 44 


I . his Vetſe; ant! this did prove 
A pleaſing Tribute to the Gods above. 
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To MA NL u s To R QUATU; 
The Sprotiy coming on, from the Con 
ration of our frail Stare, ay rwvit 
him 70 be ex. : 


” HE ' $nows are on, ang 1 Graſs returns 4 
New Leaves adorn the Widow Trees, 
The unſwoln Streams their narrow Banks conti 
And ſoftly roul to quiet Scas: 


h 


The decent MNymphs with ſmiling Graces join'd, 
Now naked dance i'th' open Air, 
They frolick; danee,-nor do they fear the Wind 


Thar'gently wantons thro their Hair. * 


—_— — 1 
cw 


nd 
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The nimble Hour t hat turns the circling Tear, 


And ſwiftly whirls the pleaſing Day, 
orewarns thee to be Mortal in thy Care, 
Nor cramp thy Life wirh long Delay: 70 


he Spring the Winter, Summer waſtes the I 
And Summer's Beauty's quickly loſt, 

{hen drunken. Autumn ſpreads her drooping Wing, 
And next cold Winter . in en. 


be Hoon, wien har Monthly Loſs repairs, 
She freight renews her borrow'd Light; 
ut when black Death hath turnꝰd our dining Tears, 
There follows one © Eternal N 5 8 . 


hen we ſhall view the FRET ai Shore, 
And walk amongſt the mighiy Dead, 8 
here Tullus, where /£ntas went before, 
We ſhall be Dull, oY PF Shade : 


Tho knows if ſtubborn Fare will prove fo kind, 
Aud join to this another Day ? 

hat Cer is for thy greedy Heir defign'd, 
Will "mp his Hands, N away : 


hen thou art gone, and Minos Sentence read, 
Torquatus there is no Return, 

by Fame, nor all thy learned Tongue can plead, 
Nor Goodneſs ſhall unſcal the Urn: 


. * * 
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For chaſt Hyppolytns Diana ſtrives, 
She ſtriyes, but ah! the ſtrives in vain; 
Nor Fheſeus Care, and pious Force reprieyes, 
Nor breaks his Dear Perithous Chain, 


O DE VIII. 


To Ma RCUS CE NSORINUI 


. Perſe is the beſt and moſt laſting Pre 


that a Mam can ſend his Friend 


Would be kind, 1 would. beſtow, 
Dear Cenſurine,. on all. 1 know, 
Plate, Statues, Braſs prepar d; 


Or Bowis the ſtouteſt Greeks\Reward : 


On you, my Friend, and half my Heart, 
Some curious Piece of noble Art; f 
Could I the famous Works command 
Of Scepa s or Parrhaſius Hand, 

One skill'd in Stone, and one in Paint, 
To frame a Man, or make a Saint: 


The Art declar d the frame divine, 


And God appear'd in ey'ry Line. 

But I am poor, and your Eſtate 
Gives you all theſe, your Soul too great 
To want ſuch Things; but You delight 


In noble Verſe, and 1 can write; 


f 


| * 

oo 1 O0 DE §. 9 

theſe m rich, can pleaſe a Friend, © * 
nd how the worth of what 1 ſend: 

Not ſtately Pillars rais'd in Braſs, 

Nor Stones inſcrib'd with publick Praiſe, 
Tho ſuch new Heat and Vigour give, 

nd make the bury*d Heroes live; 

he haſty flight, the wondrous Fall, 

nd threats thrown back on e eh | 

Not impious Carthage bright in Flames, 
is Praiſe, who came increas'd in Names 
From conquer'd Africh, Virtues fhow 

vith half the Glory Verſe can do: 

f Books were dumb, what ſmall Regard 
ould Virtue meet, what mean Reward? 
nd who had Rome's great Founder known, 
ho' ſprung fram M rs, tho? 11ia's Son, 

If envious Silence had wirh-held 
i great Deſerts, and Fame conceal'd? 

rom Shades below, and gloomy Night, 
by Poet's Pow'r, and force of Wit, 

Facu freed, ſerene!y reigns 

mighty King in happy Plains. 
he Muſe forbids great Worth to die; 

On whom fhe will beſtow the Sky: 
hus great Alcides carves the Feaſt 
ith Fove himſelf, a noble Gueſt: 

Thus ſhining Caſtor kindly ſaves 
N feeble Ship in rougheſt Waves: 
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And Bacchus, crown d with Ivy, hears | 
Our modeſt Vows, and * our en 


A 2 
_— — —_— _— * 
1 r 
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His Songs ſhall neuer die; and be is me 


ſol#'d to make bis Friend Lan 
Name live For ever. 


AIN Fear, to think. thaks Words ,will die 
Which born by Auſid's whirling Stream, 
With unknown Art I firſt did try | 
In Lyric, Numbers. join'd 
With charming Strings to bind, 
And gently raiſe * noble Theme. 


Tho' King in verſe great. Hamer reigns, 
And doth Equality refuſe ; | 
Yet Pindar lives in lofty strains, 
Alcaus nobly charms, 
The cæaan Lyric warms 75 
With grave Steſichorus ſtately Muſe: 


We read Anacreon's wanton Toys; 
Whilſt they our Paſſions gently move, 
No Envy blaſts, no Age deſtroys; 
And Sapphe's charming Lyre 
Preſeryes her ſoft Deſire, 


And tunes our raviſh'd Souls to Love. 


Book W. 2 2 K 5 \ ae 


0 only Helens Heart was find," \ 10" 0 
hen baſely careleſs of her Eume 1 
e Paris Princely Train/admird, . 
His Curls ſurprizing Gracez 6 
His Dreſs, his Art, his Face. | 
d lewdly fed her lawleſs Flame. | 


bot Teucer firſt drew fatal Bows; - ; 
ot Troy but once felt Gin Rage; LE 

ot only Sthenelus brav d his Foes, N | 
The great firſt- born of Fame, 
That fought, and overcame, 

nd lives in Verſe ro future Age. 


ot Hector firſt the Glory won | 1 
f bravely ſpending Royal Blood n 464 
bo guard his hopes, his darling Sonz 
Nor firſt profuſe of Life 
To ſave a Virtuous Wife, 
id do his dying Country good. 


ore that Age a thouſand liv'd, 
d ſent ſurpriſing Glories forth, 

none the filent Grave ſurviv*d; et 
In Night their Splendor's gone, 
They fell, unmourn'd, unknown: 

cauſe no Verſe embalms theit Worth. 


2 . * * * - 
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What Worth doth lazy sloth excel, 
If *tis wit h-held from ſounding Fame? 
Thy Glories 1 will loudly tell, 
And in immortal Verſe 
Thy living Praiſe reherſe. 
Nor ſuffer Age to waſte thy Name, 


A gen'rous' Mind, in Action bold, 
Wiſe in Debate, in Council: grave. 
Too ſtrong for all- attracting Gold: 
let Fortune frown or ſmile, 
Thy Soul is conſtant till, 
In either State 'rig great and brave: 


Not Conſul as for one Year, 
But ftill the Chair as oft obtain'd 
As equal Juſtice rul'd the Bar, 
As oft as Crimes accus'd, 
| And guilty Bribes refus'd 
With haughty Look the nobly reign'd: 


Believe not thoſe that Lands poſſeſs, 
And ſhining Heaps of uſeleſs Ore, 
The only Lords of Happineſs, 

But rather thoſe that know 
For what kind Fates beſtow, 
And have the Art to uſe the store: 


: 
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at have the gen rous Skill to bear 
e hated Weight of Poverty, " 3 
Wo more than Death will Baſeneſs fear, 
Who nobly to defend | | 
Their Country or their Friend 
abrace their Fate, and gladly die, 


ODE X. 
To Scornful L1iGuURINE. 


e will come, Beauty waſte, and then 
he will be ſorry for his preſent Pride. 


3 lovely yet, and great in Charms, 
Ah coy, and flying from my Arms! 
hen an unlook*d-for Beard ſhall hide 
d ſcatter'd Hairs ſpread o'er thy Pride; 
en all thoſe wanton Curls ſhall fall, 
y Roſy Colour yield to Pale, 

y Cheeks grow wan, thy Body pas 
d leave a different Li urine, 

thou ſhalt ſay, when-e'et the Glaſs 
il! how thee quite another Face, 
| whiltt 1 was a vig* rous Boy, 
iy did 1 not this Mind enjoy! 

lince I now ſo freely burn, 

y won't my former Face return? 
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ODE XI. 75 Part en 


ieee 
her to a Feaſt, | 


2 Keep ſome Casks of racy Wines 
Full nine Years old; to Crown thy Hair 

My Farſly grows; my lvy twines, 
To V = Bead, and make Thee Fan; 


My Rooms well furniſh'd Joy proclaim, 
My Altar crown'd with ſacred Wood 

And Vervine chaſt, expetts her Lamb, 
And thirſts to drink the promis'd Blood, 


All Hands at work, my Boys and Maids 
With bufie Haſte the Feaſt prepare, 
My Torches raiſe their trembling Heads, 
And roll 4 W chro? the Air; 
But now to tel * Joys to Night 
Icall Thee to; 1 keep the 1de | 
That April's Month, the choice Delight 
Of Sea-born Venus, doth divide: 


A Day of Joy and Mirth appears, 
And almoſt dearer than my oe 


It ſhuts Mecanas former Years, 
And brings another gentiy on: 


That Telephus hom you. deſire, 
| A richer Maid and Beauty. gains, 
Young, Wanton, Gay, and full of Fire, 
And holds him faſt in n Chains: 
Burnt Phabton checks hs too o high, 
From Heav'n by dreadful Thunder thrown 5 
And. Pegaſus refus'd to fly + 
And threw his moth Rider . 


1 


Then Phillis ſtop 4 Slat: | 
And all ambitious Thoughts remove, 

'Tis Sin to hunt too great a Game, 
Aud fly at an unequal Love: \ 


| Come, come, my laſt,” my deareſt Miſs, 
| The laſt I can I muſt: adore 

No Face fhall e' er provoke a Kiſs; 
And other W warm Fad more. 


Come 144 my Dear, ſome pleaſing Sg 
Which you with a, ſurpriſing Air 

Might warble o'er your charming Tonge; 
For Songs are good to leſſen Care. 
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ODE XII. 1 rien 


He deſcribes the Spring, and inviteth 
to e | 


| 'FT HE ſoft Gewiss of the Spring 
The gentle Thracian Gales 
Spread oer the Earth their flowry Wing, 
And ſwell the — We Sails: 


The Streams not Ard with . Snow 
In fair e s play, _ 
To quiet. Seas they ſmoothly flow, 


And dh cat * _ Way. 
> The 1 with 1 Spring returns, 
And as the builds her Neſt, 
Her murder'd 1:ys ſadly mourns, 
And ſighs, and beats ov troubled _— 


The Swallow, — laſting — 
For tho her Cauſe was juſt, 

Her Breaſt conceiy' d a lawleſs flame, 

And ill reveng'd the Tyrant's Luft. 


The Swain, whilſt Flocks ſecurely feed, 
Sits down, and ſweetly plays, 


T1 


ge Ss 
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look V. 0 D 6. 
He ſoftly blows his Oaten Reed, 
And pleaſeth Pan with mo Lays® 


The Seaſon, Virgil, brings us Thirſt; + 
And if you Mirth deſign 
With noble Youths, bring Oyntment firſt, 
Lund I'll provide thee racy Wine: 
For one ſmall Box of Oyntment brought _ 
1 will a Cask prepare, | 
Tis ſtrong to tame a lofry Thought, 
Check hopes, and wath down bitter Care. 


Now if you'll make a joyful Gueſt, _ - 

11 not, as Nobles do, 5 
Bear all the Charges of the Feaſt, | 
But muſt expect a ſhare from you." 


Think Life is ſhort, forget thy Fears, 1 0 
And eager thoughts of Gain, TE 

Short Folly mix with graver Cares, 

Tis decent ſometimes to be vain. 
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He inſults” over ber wow: he ir 
grown vid.” | 


HE dau OT 15 at 
The Gods have heard my Fray't, 
' As 1 have wiſh'd, and you have fear d, 
You're old, yet would be counted fair: 


You toy, you ivplideritty Arik, to taiſe 
Your lazy dull Deſire, 
You ſtrive to heighten to a blaze 
With your cold Breath FRE dying fire, 


In vain, *tis all in vain, ef Gt flies, 
DET | A better Seat he ſeeks, 
In young ſoft Chloe's Face he lies, 

| | And gently wantons in Ker e 


1 Copy he flies Oer dry oils; he Worm thy Fac, 
9 = Becauſe a furrow*'d Brow 


| | ! 

And hollow Eyes thy Form diſgrace, 

And o'er thy Head Age fcatters Snow. Th 
Nor can thy coſtly dreſs the Eaſtern Shore , 


With all the Gems it bears 


. 


7 


book IV. 


Thy former lovely Youth reftore, 
Nor bring thee back thy ſenter d Tears, 


hoſe Years which the Eternal Wheel hath ſpun; 
And drawn beyend thy Prime, | 

Thro' which ſwift Day hath nimbly run, p 

And fhut in known Records of Time. | 


there is that Beauty, where chat charming Air, 
That Shape, that Amorous Flay 
Oh what haſt thou of her! of Her! 
Whoſe er'ry Look did Love inf} „ 
| Whoſe ev'ry breathing fann'd my fire, 
| and ſtole me from my ſelf MOL] | 


o lovely Cnera's Face ix a next in Fame 
For all that can ſurprize, E 

For all thoſe Arts that raiſe a Flame, 
And kindly feed it at our Eyes; 


ut haſty Fate cut charming Cynera ſhort, 

That Fate that now prepares 

Old Lyce, old as Daws for ſport, . 
And {corn as grievous as her Yeats, 


hen our hot Touths mal come, and laugh to fee 
The Torch that burnt before; 
And kindled aged Lechery, 
To Ames fall'n, and warm no more. 
1 


9 D E & \ * * 169 


Us PPP : g 
* Y 0 * 

— —— 322 — a 2 \ 5 4 4 
=_ —— 


A 


1 HORACE" Boorf 


ODE XIV. To AuGvusTyy | 


That his Deſerts are much greater i 
any. Rewards Rome can beſt, 


OW can the Senate's, how the Prople's ca 
Tho” all with Gifts that ſwell with Hom 
A laſting Monument prepare 111 
To make thy Glory live, 
And thy great Name thro? future Ages bear! 
O greateſt Prince the circling Sun can view! 
| Whom ſtout Vindilici, unlearn'd in fear, 
From glorious Conqueſts lately knew 
How great he is in War, 
And felt that all that Fame had told was tne 


Brave Draſus led thy conqu'ting Legions on, 
And fierce Genauns a ſtubborn Nation broke; 
The furious Brenniꝰs force oerthrown 
Now gladly take the Yoke, 

The Glory of their Slav*ry proudly own. 


Strong Caſtles fixt on Mountains vaſtly high, 
"Almoſt as high as his aſpiring Thought, 
With a tepeated Victory 
Thrown down ; he climb'd arid Foiigtt 
Where Fear or winged Hope ſcatce dard tohf 
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een Elder Nero great in Arms appear d, : 

= Nati fought ; a fight for Gods to ſee, * 

What Slaughters broke their Souls prepar'd | — 
For Death with Liberty, 1 

nd led the Conqueror to high Reward. _ 5 


raging Winds wit h an impetuous Courſe, 
hen ſtormy Stars aſſiſt, do toſs the Flood, 
$0 fierce he breaks thro? armed force, 
Thro' Darts and Streams of Blood, 
ud threatning Flames, he ſpurs his eager Horſe: 


Ws branched Aufidus doth Moles diſdain, 

a thro? Apulian Fields doth whitl his Waves, 

When rais'd by Snow or ſwoln with Rain, 
Againſt his Banks he raves, 

And threatens Floods to all the fruitful Plain: 


Thus Claudius violent did in Arms appear, 
0Bands, no batb' rous Troops his force could ſtay, 
The Front, the Body, and the Rear 
Secure he ſwept away, 
d ver the Field he ſcatter d dreadful War; 


Vhilſt you your Forces, you your Connſel lent; 
hat mortal Courage could his Arms oppoſe? 
| When to his Aid your Gods you ſent, + 
He thunder'd on his Foes, 
id thiew ee them slaw'ry as he went. 
5 Since _ 


%; HORACE's Boo 
Since ſuppliant Eg)yt in her empty Throne 
Receiv d thee Lord, the Fates that ſtrive to ble 

Thy Title to the Empire wn 

6 By fifteen Years Succeſs; 

And ſtill increaſe the * of thy Crown, 


The fierce Cantabrian, not to be o'ercome 
Before thy Arms, the Indian and the Mede, 
The wandring Scythians lurk at home, 
And thee they wiſely dread; 
4 0 Preſent Guard of ' Ttaly and owe! 
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The Wares that beat the Britiſh monſtrous 

Cold ier, Nile, and Tanais rapid Stream, 
Fi ierce Spaniards now rebel no more, 
And Gaul, that Death contemn 

Lay down their Arms, and quietly adore, 


Ire rn ˙ꝛĩ˙ — 22 
% 
R * En”, . * 2 5 
N * 
1 
d « 
* . 
% 4 


2 
. x 
bY 
6.2 
= „ 
3 
n 
bs 
Ky 
3 
4 
+# 
1 
. 
4 4 
IT 
2 g 
1. 
4 N 
9 
Cs l 
2 
9 + 
4 
1 
U 
1 
by 
4 
. 
* 
i 
* 
1 


8 1 — "hy 
e Dre eee 


ODE XV. 
He praiſeth Auguſtus. 


W. E N 1 would ang of noble Fights 
Of lofty things in lofty Flights; 

+ Kind Phœ bus Harp my Temples ſtrook, 
The trembling strings in Conſort ſhook, | 
And anſwer'd to the Tunes he ſpoke: 


oox IV. FH ES 
by Ship i is * he ſaid, Waadt 
und tempt not raging Seas too far. 
Thy Age, great Ceſar, gracious Lord. 23 
Bath Plenty to our Fields reſtor'd: 8 
Proud Parthians captive Arms teſign 
o Mie ry Jeve's and Ceſar's Shrine, 
Now noilie Wars and Tumults ceaſe, 
nd Janus Temple's barr'd by Peace: 
1d Luſt is bound in modeſt Chains, 
nd Licence feels juſt Orders Reins: 
Crit Virtue rules, good Laws cummand; 
ad banifh'd Sin fotſakes the Land: 
ou all thoſe gen*rous Arts renew, 
Þy waich our Infant Empire grew; 
J which het Fame ſpread vaſtly wide, - 
id cad in Majeſtick Pride 
Fiom Eaſt to Weſt ſerenely ſhone, 
far and glorious as the Sun, 
hilt Ceſar Lives and Rules in Peace, 
No Civil Wars hall break our Eaſc, © 
o Rage that fatal Swords prepares, 
And hnrries wretched Towns to Wars: 
Not cruel Getes tho bath'd in Blqod, 
Not thoſe by Tanais faithleſs Flood, 
ot thoſe that drink Danibius Stream, 
dall glorious ca ſar's Laws cont emn: 
ve on our Feaſt, and working days, 
Midit jovial Cups will gladly praiſe; 
RWS 
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174 HORACE. Booexll, 
Our pious. Wives, and pratling Boys 
Shall firſt the Gods with humble Voice, 
And rhen with Pipes and ſounding verſe 

>The Heroes noble Acts rehearſe; 
Anchiſes, Troy our Songs ſhall grace, 
And brave A ncas, Venus happy Race. 
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| The End of the Fourth Bool. 
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T Lord, my beſt, and deareſt Friend, 
The chiefeſt Bulwark of the Stare 3 
tall Liburnian Ships defend | 
Great Caſey's Cauſe, and prop his Fate. 
fore his Danger thruſt your own: \ 
| But what all he that breaths in you, 
hat ſcorns to live when you are gone, 
VI wall forlaken Horace do > 


ball I fit down and take my Eaſe? 
But without you what Joys delight? 

dr ſteel my Softneſs, ſtem the Seas, 
Or bolder grow, and dare to fight? 


Pt ſhall T arm my feeble Breaſt, 
And wait on you thro? Alpine Snow, 
or fartheſt Regions of the Vest, 
Where Ceſar bids the Valiant go? 
I 4 


176 HO RACE, 
You ask why thus 1 boldly preſs, 
And what ſhould feeble 1 do there, 


My fear, my Lora, will be the leſs; 
For Abſence ftill "increaſes fear. 


Thus Birds on | Wing are moſt affraid ; 
That Snakes will come when they're away, 
Tho? preſent they re too weak to aid, 

And ſave the eaſy Callow Prey. 


I would be ſtout, difcard my Fears, 
The greateſt Dangers bravely pr ve, 
And venture this er other Wars 
In hopes, my Lord; to keep your Love. 


'But not to have more Oxen groan 
a Beneath,my Plows, nor feed more Swains; 
Nor yet as Heat or Cold comes on, 
To drive my Sheep to other Plains: 


N ot to enlarge my Country Seat, 
-Ox get, vaſt heaps of ſhining Ore ; © x 
Your Bounty, Sir, hath made me great, 
And furniſh'd with ſufficient Store. 


- 1 do not heaps of Gold deſire, 

To hide, and have no Heart to uſe, 
As Chremes did; nor Wealth require, 
On baſer Luſts * TR 

5 8 4 


EPODE IL _ 


The Pleaſures. f a 2 4 re. _— 


Appy the Man beyond pretence, 

(Such was the State of Innocence) 

hat looſe from Care, from Buſineſs RE 2 | 

com griping Debts and Uſury, 8 KL 

ontented in an humble Fate, | eee 4 

ith his own Oxen ploughs his own Eſtate: 

o early Trumpet breaks his Eaſe, . 

e doth not dread the angry Seas: © | 

e flies the Bar; from Noiſe retreats˖ñ 

nd muns the Nobles haughty Seats. . | 

but Martigeable Vines he leads Tn Ss 

o luſty Oaks, and kindly Weds: _ >; 2 

r careleſly in vallies ſtrays, We 

And ſmiles to ſes his Oxen graze: 

He prunes his Vines, or grafts his Trees; 

Or ſheers his Sheep, or takes his Bees; 

From Combs well preſt his Honey flows, 

Umoſt as ſweet as his Repoſe: 

Or when the mellow Autumn rears 

His fruit ful Head, he gathers Pears, 

or Purple Grapes, and theſe reward 

With pleaſing Gifts his Holy Guard; 
8 


$6.29 "HORS 12739 
| T hee, Sylvian, and, Priapys t 
A Tribute fills from ev'ty. Tree: | 
No ſmiles beneath a Myrtle Shade | 
On flow'ry Banks fupinely laid. g 
Whilſt near his Head there creeps a Spring, 
And the free Birds around him ſing: 
Or Fountains, with their murm'ring stieams, 
Invite to ſhort and eaſy Dreams: 
Or when cold Fove hath turn'd the Year, 
And Rain and Snow and Froft appear, | 
He takes his Hounds, ſtrong Toils he ſers, 
And drives fierce Bores to ſecret Nets; 
Or Springes lays in every Bum, 
To take the Black- bird and rhe Thruſh; + . 
Or fearful Hate, ot ſtranger Crane, 
All ſweet Rewards do cheer his Pain. 
Who midſt theſe pleaſing Joys does bear 
The num' rous ills of Love and Fear? 
In Towns the Tyrant Paſſions reign, 
And ſpread their Cares, bur fly the Plain, 
But if a Wife, more chaſte than fair, 
(Such as the ancient Sabines were, 
Such as the Brown Apulian Dame, 
Of mod' rate F aces, and honeſt Fame) 
With equal Care, his Care hall meet, 
And keep the Houſe and Children ſweet; 
Againſt he comes provide a Fire; 
As pure and warm as her Deſire: 


m — | —_ , wv 


EPODES. 
And vith an honeſt chearful Smile 
Receive him weary from his Toil: 
Pen up her ſelf, and Milk the Kane, * 
Then draw a Pot of Country Wine, 

Ard fireight with what her Fields afford 

Doth furniſh out an eaſy Board: | 

I would not change for all the State 

And coſtly Trouble of the Great; 

Their Oyſters, Trouts, and all the ſtore 

W Of Luxury would take no more; 
Their Fiſh that catering Storms, to pleaſe 
Their Palate, toſs from Eaftern Send,” 
The Pheaſant, Partridge, Quail and Teal 
Would not go down, nor taſte as well 
As Olives pluck d from laden Boughs, 
or Sorrel that in Paſture grows; 

| Or Mallows ſweet, extreamly good 

For Bodies bound, poor wholſome F ood, 

or Lambkins kill'd a ſheering Beaſt: 

0: reſcu'd from a greedy Beaſt: 


Amidſt theſe Dainties, Oh the vaſt Delight * 


To ſee fed Sheep come home at Night! 
To hear the weary Oxen low. 

And almoſt tir d trail back the Plow! 
To ſee my merry Clowns Carouſe, 

and ſwarm about my cleanly Houſe! 

This Alphins laid, the fam' d, and known, 


The griping Uſurex of the Town, 


* 


= 


n 0 Ra OF 's s 
Reſoly'd to leave his Cares and Strife 
And quickly lead a Country Life; .* 


One Week he call'd his Mony in, 
The next he lent 3 it out again. 


EPODE 1 III. To Mc 
He ſhows his Diſlike to an Oxion 1 | 


made him Sich. 


f any, let's ſbppole ſo damn'd a Rage, 
Forget their Duty and their Age; 
And cager to enjoy the whole Eſtate, 
With impious Hands ſhall haſten Fate, 
And their old Fathers coming Death prevent, 
Let Onions be their Puniſhment. * | 
O Keapers Stomachs! Ah! what Poiſon reigny 
* Whatfecrer Fire runs o'er my Veins? | 
Hatk Viper's Blood, or hath Canidia's Breath 
bs Blown o'er my Meat, and mingled Death? 
when Faſon did Medea s Fancy move, 
And the fix'd on him for a Love, 
Before the reſt, ſhe gave him this to tame 
The fiery Bulls, and quench their Flame; 
By Preſents dipt in this Creuſa dy'd, 
And Jaſon mourn'd his promis'd Bride: 
Such furious heat as rages o'er my Veins 
Ne'es ſcorch'd the dry Apulian Plains, 
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or did the flaming Poys'nous Gift infdlt = 
with half ſuch Heat Alcides Breaſt: * 7 Ties £4 i. * 
I merry Lord, if e er you taſte of this, _ 
May ev'ry Maid deny in; og 1 
ut ſtop her Mouth, ery foh! refuſe Delight, 

And ne'er lie near'thee all the Night. 


EPO DE IV. 
;- | 

ſo Vulteius Mena, a Freed-M1an of - 

Pompey. ; 

much as Lambs wit Wolves agree, 4 

So much; baſe Sor, do I with thee; _ 

Vith Spaniſh Whips thy Sides are torn, | ö 

hy Legs with heavy Shackles worn: 

ho Fortune ſmiles and ſwells thy Mind; - 

gilds, but cannot change the Kind: | 

oft ſee when thou with ruffling Gown * 1 

o'ſt ſweep the Mall, how many frown, +2 1, 

low each that views thee, ſcrews his Face, 1 

Ind juſtly ſcorns the gawdy Aſs! : 

Ke lately whip'd at the Carts Tail, 

he very Scandal of the Jayl, 

ow vaſtly rich, a mighty Spark, 

Coach and Six flies o'er the Park: | | 

t Plays he takes the Box, in ſpight „ 

Pf 0the's Law, a doughty Knight! , 


LA 


7 


TS CXÞ 
* 1 
0 


Ho RAE ZH 
38 4 What Honour is to free the Waves | 
From Pirates Rage, and tame the Slaves, 
What Honour can attend the War 

Where he a Captain claims a ſhare? 
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E P ODE V. 
Againſt the Witch Canidia, where he 4; 
. ſeovers the Cruelty and Baſeneſs of ſud 

__ Creatares. © 

Doro whatever God doſt fill the Sky, 

LJ And rule the Earth and Men below, 

What means that Rout? And why 

Each Fury beads on me an angry Brow? 


By all thy Brood, if oer Lycine came 
To real Births, and eas d thy Throws; 
B Honaw#'s uſeleſs Name, 
By Jove that ſees, and will xevenge my Woes: 


Why doth that Stepdame's Fron affright? 
That rage thy ghaſtly Form diſgrace ? 
A hunted 7yger's ſpight, 


And grinning fury fit upon thy Face? 


Thus ſadly ſpake the naked lovely Child, 

Which e' en a Thracian's Soul might move, 
Make raging Fury mild _ 
in a flinty Boſom kindle Love: 


(midias a . her maggy Brow, N | 
Appear'd, and theſe Commands ſhe gave ; 
A Funeral Cypreſs Bough, 

And a wild Fig-tree rooted from a Grave; 


A Scritch-Ow!'s Feather, Eggs beſmear'd with Blood 
of croaking Frogs, a Tyger's Paws, 

N A ſwelling angry Toad, _ 

? And Bones ſnatch' d from a hungry Bitche's Jaws: 


Each pow'rful Herb that in Iberia ſprings 
To raiſe ſtrong Love, or Anger tame, 
And all that Colchos brings, 
Go mix, and burn them in a Magick Flame. 


Whilſt ready 8 beechen Cup 
Four'd Stygian Water o'er the Floors, 
Her Hair an end ſtood up FRE: 
ike Hedg-hogs Briſtles, or a running Bore's: 


But harden'd Veja, 4 to all remorſe, 
A little Grave had quickly made; 
She rais'd her feeble force, 
And joy d to ſweat and groan upon the Spade: 


'herefixd Chin: deep the poor unhappy Gueſt 
By looking on his Meat muſt Dye, 
Whilſt they zenew the Feaſt, 
ud he ſtands famiſ d, Seeding at his Eye: 
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„ HORACE: 
That his dry Marrow, and "Ris 1! raging Hear, 


Fit for their Magick Art, | 
And make * a OP of Love: 


She gnaw'd with an envenom'd Tooth, 


When his weak Senſes fail, may prore 


Al thought that Luſtful Floria too was one 
That came to view the horrid ſight, 
She that can charm the Moon, 

And force the Stars from their fix*d ſeats of Lit 


Here fierce Canidia whilſt her unpar' d Nail 


oh what did the conceal! 
What hortid Words broke from her impi ous Moul 
Thou Night, thou Moon, and all ye meaner Lig 
That charm dull Mortals into ſleep, 
| And when our ſacred Rites © | 
Are done, an undiſturbed filence keep; - 


Aſſiſt me now with all your Strength and Rag 
That 1 might pay the Debts I owe, 
Iour greateſt force engage 

o wreak my ſpight on my unhappy Foe; 


While eruel Beaſts aſleep in Woods are ſafe, 
Let the Saburran Maſtiffs bark, 
(Twill make the Neighbours laugh) 

At the old Leacher creeping in the Dark: 
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EPODES. 187 


en fierce deſire hath raging fury bred, 
Then let him walk/as Lufts perſwade, 
with Oyntment round his Head 
trong as e er my skilful Hands have made: 


hat's the matter! where's the Power of Charms | 

Which fierce Medea once did proves "05 
When with theſe Conqu'ring Arms 

furioully reveng'd her injur'd Love! 


Den with a Garment lin'd with ſecret flame, 
CE (What will not jealous kage inſpire?) - 

She burnt the lovely Dame, 

jd wrapt falſe Faſon's youthful Bride in fire! 


! ſure no pow 110 Herb hath ſcap'd my abe 2 
la ſhady Groves or purling Streams; 

And yet He ſleeps all Night, 5 
d wanton Miſs diſturbs him e'en in Dreams: 


Ah, ſome Witch more skilful ſets Thee free, 

Uuhappy Vu d2om'd to ill, FRA 
Thou ſhalt return to Me 

| force Thee back by an unuſual Skill: | 


ith unreſiſted Art V11 bind thy Soul, | 

No Charms ſhall then thy Mind wy , 
|! mix a ſtronger Bowl, 

Ic urge Thee till as Thou doſt ſcorn 4 more 
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[Firſt Heav'n wall downward, Earth thall upyad 
And to the Center Stars retire; Tu 
| E'er thou ſhalt ceaſe to Love, 
Or burn like Brimſtone in a ſmoaky Fire: 


The injur'd Boy inrag'd no longer ſtrove 
To ſoften them by mournfu. Pray*r, 
925 And gentle Pity move, 
But ſpoke theſe dying Words in deep Deſpair; 


\ Poor Charms too Weak to alter Human Fate, 
And hinder Plagues from Rage Drive ;- 
No Blood ſhall expiate 1 

So ſolemn, and fo great a Curſe as mine. | 
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b When I am Dead, 3 Pll a Ghoſt by Night 
with crooked Nails your Jaws invade, 4 
At ev'ry turn affright; 1 

For that's the force and fury of a Shade. 
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Juen will 1 fit upon your fearful Breaſt, 

” * And there my dreadful Watches keep: 
= Diſturb approaching Reſt, 
And drive away the lazy Hand of Sleep. 


Thro' every Street the Crowd in eager haſle 
Shall brain the ugly Hags with Stones, 
| And when Death comes at laſt, (gong 
| The Crows thall 2 Wolves ſhall break fag 
\ 


N 
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d this my Parents (ah they muſt ſurvive 
And ſeck in vain, and mourn for me) 
Tho' many Years they grieve, 
conn gray in Tears, ſhall live and ſmile to ſee. 


——_— 


EPODE VI. 
gaiuſt 9 om a very . 


abuſive Rhymer. 


| D aſe Coward Curr, when harmleſs Strangers come, 
ELD You ſnarl and bark about the Room; 
ut when a fierce and ſhagged Wolf appears, 
| How ſoon you whine and hang your Ears? 
ome, make at me, if you reſolye to Fight, 
For I have Teeth, and dare to Bite: | 
he gen Tous Maſtiff I of Noble Senſe, 
The careful Shepherd's kind Defence; 
ſithEars an · end thro? Snow and Froſt purſue 
Whateyer Beaſt I haye in view: _ - (ook. 
hen thou the Woods with fright ful Sounds haſt 
Thou leap*ft for ev'ry little Brock: 
ake heed, take heed, to Rogues a deadly Foe, _ 
I'm ſtill prepar'd to ſtrike the Blow; 
As ſharp as fierce Archi lochws his Song 
| Like Hipponax revenge a Wong; 
| any Malice wounds my Fame, ſhall 1 
Like a poor Child fit down'aud Cry? 


EPODE © 
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. HORACE, 9 


EPO DE VII. 


To bis Citizens, that are ready to engap 
in another Civil wo ar. 


: [Peac, 


Here; A ach. wlicte : ? 858 ſo averſe t 
| Tour ruſty Swords that flept in eaſe 
Why drawn? What, hath not ev'ry Country flow 
And ey'ry Sea with Roman Blood? 
Not to purſue your angry Father's Hate, 
And urge proud Carthage rival Fate, 
Nor make the untouch'd. Britains Slaves to Rowe, 
And lead them chain'd in Triumph home; 
But what the Parthians often pray to view, 
Theſe Arms are now prepar'd to do: 
Againſt your ſelf, ah me! you raiſe them all, 
And Rome by her own Hand muſt fall: 
E'cn Wolves are to more gentle Thoughts inclin 
And prey but on another kind: 
What is it Madneſs, is it ſtupid Rage, 
That doth the brutal Arms engage? 
br is it Sin? ſpeak, not one Word will come; 
* Tis cruel Fate that urges Rome: 
Sinec Remus fell about thy riſing Walls 
His loud tongu'd Blood for Vengeance call; 
The Iſſue then began, and ſtill hath flow'd, 
For Blood muſt ve reveng'd with Blood. 
EPODE 
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EPODE IX. TMEc@NAs. 


: wiſhes for the good News of Cæſar's 
Victory over Mark Antony, bat they 


tus Pompejus was overthrown, 


HEN will the happy Morning come, 
And bring the welcome News to Rome, 
That I, my Lord, with you may dine, | 
And in your ſtately Houſe 15 

| Full Bowls carouſe, 

Preſery'd for this expected Joy, of racy Wine! 


Where Pipes ſhall join the ſpeaking String,. 
And tuneful Voices gladly ſing, 
As you, my Lord, and I have done; 4 
When Pompey turn'd his Head 
| And baſely fled, 
confeſſing Ceſar's Fortune greater than his own ; 


a7 
« a0 


His flaming Ships blaz'd &'er the Wave; 
While flying by the Light they gave, 
He left thoſe Chains which faithleſs he | 
Had loog'd from ſervile Hands, 
And threatned Bands, 


might be merry as formerly, when Sex- : x 


1 T6 happy Reme, by Ceſar's Will, and Nature free: 
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| HORA E. 
A 8 {who will Credit give, 


What future Age this Truth receive?) 
 Turn'd Woman's Slave, with ſervile Hands 


A A common Soldier bears 


The Drudgery of Wars, 
Andcan endure her wither'd Eunuch baſe Commal 


Amidſt the Arms, diſhoneſt Sight! 
The Sun that view'd withdrew the Light, 
As once at curſt Thyeſtes F eaſt; 
As *twere aſham'd to ſee 
The Canopy, 4 75 
And the great Roman lolling « on a Woman's Bil 


75 0 Thiumphe, break delay, 


Why doth the golden Chariot ſtay ? 


And not the-promis'd Oxen fall? \ 
Is Triumphe bring | 
The greateſt King, 


: Thecommon Good, the Comfort, and the Joy oft 


Jugurtba's Wars, and noble Toils 


Ne' er ſhow'd his Equal grac'd with Spoils; 


Nor conquer d Aſric ſent to Rome, 
Altho' his laſting Name 
Is great in Fame, | 


And min d — lies to make his noble Tow 


3 


EPUODE'S. 
Where will the conquer'd Roman fly 
From Ceſar's Hand, and Caſar'y Eye? 
What will the conquer'd Roman do? 
What Winds, what ſervile Gales 
- Will ſwell his Sails, 
That on his Maſter caſr's may ſo freely blow? 


ore Bowls and larger Bowls, my Boy, 
$ large as my extenſive Joy, 
Mirth advance my good deſign: 
'Tis ſweet to caſe my Cares 
For Ceſur's Wars, 


id drown all AY Thoughts in ncble Wines 


EFS 
He wiſhes Mevius the Poet may „ 
Shipwrack'd. es 


| \ 
HAT curſed Ship that ſtinking Mavius bore 
With an ill Omen left the Shore; 
outh-wind, beſure you raiſe the ſwelling Tides, | 
And-ſtoutly beat her feeble Sides; 
Iou Eaſt-wind turn the Sea and break the Oars, 
And whitl her Sails to diſtant Shoars; 
The Notth-wind Rage as when he teats the Woods 
On lofty Hills, and "rofs the Floods: . 
o Friendly star thine t Hrongh t he cloudy Night, 
| But ſad Orion's wat'ry Light : _ Hall 


5 
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HORACE) 
Ha ! let him now no ſmoother Waves enjoy 
Than thoie that toſs'd the Greeks from 10 
When Pallas hat red from the flaming Town 
On wicked Ajax Ship was thrown. 
Hah! Hah! what Sweat ſhall from thy Seamenft 
And what Death-pale ſpread o'er thy Broy! 
What Woman's Cries, and what unmanly Tea, 
What Vows, to Fove's relentleſs Ears! 
When South-winds rattling o'er th' Tonian Tide 
Shall beat thy Ship, and break her Side, 
Then if I ſee thee ſpread a dainty Diſh 
To hungry Fowl, and greedy Fiſh, 
A Goat and Lamb ſhall then my Vows perfom 
Aud both ſhall die to thank the Stom. 


I: 


— 


EPODE XI. T Parry 


Love hinders him From writing any ni 


N A” I have loſt my old Delight, 

No Muſe can now my Fancy move, 
| My Rhimes diſpleaſe, I h.te to write, 
Now I am very deep in Love: 


Love that doth ſtill my Heart ſurprize, 
And ſingle me from conſtant Game, 
From Boys and Maidens charming Eyes, 
He thro' my Marrow ſcatters Flame. 


\ 


EP O DES. 193 


hree tormy Winters now haye ſhook - 3 
The leavy Honour from the Tree, 1 

ace 1 diſdain'd Inachia's Yoke, 5 
And dar d to ſer my Paſſion free. 


what 2 Town-talk then was I, 
How Fops did wanton with my Fame, 
bd (when L think on't how 1 die) 

All ridicul' d my fooliſ Flame! 


Wh how it grates to mind the Feaſts 
Where thoughtful Silence ſeem'd to prove, 

a deep Sigh would tell the Gueſts 902 
That poet Horace was in Love! 4 | 


* 


hen Wine unlock'd my eaſie Soul, 
How often I with Sighs have told, 
e poor Man's Wit could not controul 
The ęiving Rival's mighty Gold! 


„Faith, if vext, my Rage will riſe, 
And when theſe hated Chains are broke, 
ll leave theſe dull Complaints, be wiſe, 

And ſcorn to take another Yoke. 


t after this was ſtoutly ſaid, bs X 
And Conftant 1 reſolv'd to hate; l 1 
y heedleſs Feet my Mind betray'd, 
And brought me to the uſual Gate: 
K 


That cruel Gate, and us'd to ſcorn, 
| Whete I have lain, and lain deny'd; 
Where I whole tedious Nights have born, 
And craz d my Health, and bruis' d my Side, 


Lyciſcus now, of greater Charms 

Than all that grace proud Woman- kind, 
Doth gently force me to his Arms; 

With pleaſing Bands he draus my Mind: 


And now let my free Friends adviſe, 
Or let them blame; tis all in vain, 
Too feeble they to break the Ties, 
When Love and Beauty make the Chain. 


Of Freedom I muſt ſtill deſpair, 4 
| _ _ Unleſs ſome Maid, or lovely Boy, 
With killing Looks, and charming Hair, 
Shall draw me to another Joy. 


EP ODE XI 
Hie adviſeth his Friends to paſs thet 


time merrily. 


ARK Clouds have thicken'd all che Sky 
And Jove deſcends in Rain; 
With fright ful Joiſe rough Storms. do fly 
Thi Seas, and Woods, and humble Plain 


8 
1 


\ 
\ 
1 
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 EPODES: 
noble Friends, the Day perſuades, - 
Come, come, let's uſe the Day; 


hilt we are ſtrong, e et Age invades, 
et Mirth our n Years * 


at briskly round the noble Wine, 
And leave the reſt 'to Fate, 
Eve, chance, will make the Evening $a 
ad bring it to a Mun State: 


Now, now your fragrant Odors. ſpread, | 
| Your mercy Harps prepare: 

Tis time to cleanſe my aleing Head, 5 
Wd purge my drooping Met from Care, 


hus Chiron ſang in lofry Strain, 
And taught Achilles Loutk; 
reat Thetis Son, the Pride of Man, 
Dbſerve, I tell thee fatal Truth ; 


hee, thee for Troy the Gods deſign 
Where Simois Streams do play, 
camander's thro? the Vallies'twine, 
Nad ſoftly eat their eaſie 8 


nd there as Thread of Life muſt end 
Drawn o'er the Trojan Plain, 
n vain her Waves ſhall Thetis ſend 
o bear thee back to Greece again. ; : 
KE | There · 
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Therefore, great Son, my Precepts' hear; 
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p 
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Let Mirth, and Wine, and Sport, 


And merry Talk, divert thy Care, 


And make Life pleaſant, fince *tis ſhort. 


mee 


EPODE XIV. To. ME can 


Love hinders him from making the Ian 


bicks which. he had ſo often promis'4 


O U ask, My Lord, why lazy Sloth hath ſprea 
A dark Oblivion o'er my Head, 
As 1 had drank forgetful: Lethe's Stream; 
And this is your continual Theme; 
This the Complaint I am condemn'd to hear, 
Like Death it pierces thro* my Ear: 
A God forbids me, (ah! a cruel God» 
Regardleſs, Six, of what 1 vow'd) 
To other things my eaſie Mind he drew) 
I᷑0 finiſh what I promis'd you: 
Thus ſoft Anacreon for Bath)llns burn'd, 
And oft his Love he ſadly mourn'd: 
He to his Harp did various Grief rehearſe, 
And wept in an unpoliſh'd Verſe: 


-Fen you, Sir, love, but if no brighter Flame 


| Burnt. Troy, careſs thy lovely Dame: 
By Phryne, ah! thy Horace is undone, 
Falſe, fan and not content with one. 
E P-O DI 


— 


* ad; 


EPO DE XV. Ty N E R A. 
He complains of Breach of Promiſe. -- 


WAS Mid-night, and the riſing Moon 
Amongſt the leſſer Stars ſerenely ſhone, 
When you, the falſe, the perjur'd*you, 
Deroutly ſwore, you” would be always true. 
Scarce half fo cloſe” doth, Ivy twine | 
[Round Oaks, as you did then your, Arms in mine: 
S 3 As long as Wolves purſue the Sheep, 
As long as Winter Storms ſhall toſs the Deep: 
As long as wanton Gales ſhall move 
Helles Locks, ſo long ſhould be your Love. 
perjur'd Neera, falſe as Hell, CLF of 
Tet fair as Heav'n, and ah beloy'd too, well, 
How ſhalt thou mourn at my Diſdain ! 
Fot ſure if Horace be but half a Man, 
He'll ſcorn to bear repeated Slights, 
Nor tamel y fee. his Rival's happy Nights; 
But with an equal Flame purſue. 
A Face as fair, but not ſo falſe as you. 
| And know when 1 begin to hate, 
I'll ne'er be kind, I am as fixt as Fate: 
And thou, the hleſt, whoeer thou art 
he fancy d happy Maſter of her Heart; | 
That doſt thy Conqueſts proudly boaſt, 
And triumph'& in the Spoils that 1 have loſt, 
K 3 
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HORACE. 
: Tho? thou art rich as Miſers Dreams, 
Aud the? Paflolas brought thee all his Streams, 
Tho? fam'd Pythagoras Arts be thine, 
> Thy Face more fair than Nirea's, half divine; 
wy * thou ſhalt moum to find that the 


Doth prove as falſe as once to me, 
* chen *rwill be yy turn to laugh at Thee. 


* * ha” * — — 


E P O DE XVI 


To. the People of Rome, 


He acviſeth them to leave the Town, whid 
he thinks doom'd to Civil Wars. 


ow Civil Wars do waſte another Age, 
| And Name muſt fall by her own Rage: 
What neighbouring Marſ with an envious Hand, 
What threat ning Pyrſen's Thuſcan Band, 
Fierce Spartacus, and Cape's rival Fate, 
The Force of all the German State; 
What in unſettled times the faithleſs Gaul, 
The Mother-hated Hannibal, 
Could not deſtroy, We, we, an impious Brood, 
Dievoted ſtill, and doom'd to Blood, | 
Shall ruin now by force of Civil Wars, 
And leave our Towns to Wolves and Bears: 
Ah me! the barbarous Horſe with ſounding Feet 


Shall tread our Graves, and beat our Street, 
8 0 Aa 


1d madly ſcatter, Oh too proud! unjuſt! | 
Rome's glorious Founder's quiet Duſt ! 
perhaps the moſt, or better part would know, 
What way to ſhun'the falling Blow: 

I like that way the Phoceans once have gone; 
WE Thcy all forſook their curſed Town, 

| To ravenous Wolf and angry Bore: 

Let's go, let's go, and ſeek a place to live, 

Where Chance directs, or Wind ſhall drive: 
greed? Or does (ome better Courſe appear? 

Come let's imbark, the Omen's fair: 

Put firſt let's ſwear we'll then return again, 

When Rocks ſhall float upon the Main, 

When lowly Po ſhall pour his Cryſtal Um, 

O'er Alpine Tops, then we Il return ; 

nen Appennine runs out, and cuts the Foods, 
When nimble Dolphins graze in Woods, (joyn, 


| Fierce Tygers leap the willing Kine, 

The fearlels Does ſhail court the Lyon's Love, 

And cruel Hawks gallant the Dove: 

When Goats grown ſmooth ſhall leave the . Plain 
And dive and wanton in the Main: 

o this, and ſuch as cut off ſweet Return 

When we have all devouily ſworn, 

e's go, Curſt Town, but let the ſoft and baſe, 

Still ſtick to their unhappy place: | 
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nd did their Lands, their Fields and Shrines dete | 
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hen wondrous Luft ſtrange kinds ſhall ſtrangely 
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You Men of Worth unmanly Grief give os, 
And nimbly paſs the Thuſran Shore, 

The Ocean waits, and in {ſmooth Calmneſs ſmiley 
Let's go and ſeek the happy Iſles, 

Where Fields untill'd a. Yearly Harveſt beat, 
And Vines undreſs d bloom all the Year: 
WhereOlives ne'er the Farmers hopes do mock, 

And ripe Figs grace their proper Stock: 
There Honey flows from Oaks, from lofty Hills 
With murmuring pace the Fountain trills, 


| There Goats uncalld return from fruitful Vales, 


And bring ſtrecht Duggs to fill the Pails: 


No Bear grins round the Fold, no Lambs he ſhake; 


No Field ſwells there with pois' nous Snakes: 
More we ſhall wonder on the happy Plain; 
The Watry Eaft deſcends in Rain, 
Yer ſo as to refxeſh, not drown the Fields, 
The temperate Glebe full Harveſt yields; 
No heat annoys, the Ruler of the Gods 
From Flagues ſecures theſe bleſt Abodes: 


Here Jaſen never fix' d ſwift Argos Oars, 


Nor baſe Medea touch'd theſe, Shores; 

Ne'er Cadmus came when forc'd by angry Fates, 
Nor ſtout Ulyſſes weary Mates : 

No Rot here Reigns, no Star here taints the Mead 
And poys'nous Heat unkindly ſheds 3 


When Fove allay'd the Golden Age with Braſs, 


For Pious Men he kept this Place: 


Not 


ow Iron hardens the old Brazen Age, 
And Fraud grows up, and-Wars, and Rage, 


id eyery 111, 1 preſs a quick Retreat, 
And ſhow the good, the happy Seat. 


— 


4 


PODE: XVII. To CANIDIA. 
He confeſſeth Her Magick Power, and 
begs Pardon fur abuſing Her, 

Jo w, now thy Pow'r I Conquer'd own, 

And humbly beg by Pluto's Throne, 


Pow'rs below, by Proſerpine, 
herce Dianas angry Shrine, 


all thoſe Charms that can remove 
d call down Stars from Seats above, 
call thy Stroke, thy Charms forbear, 
ne me at laſt, Canidia, ſpare: 
billes, Teleph nobly ſpar'ds 
o' with his Myfian Bands he warr'd : 2 
o boldly he oppos'd his Fate, 
d buoy'd the ſinking Trojan State: 
ut Hector doom'd to. Beaſts a Prey 
e Trejan Matrons bore away. 
zen Piam midſt t he Grecian Fleet 
l fall'n at proud Achilles Feet: 
Grce's leave Ulyſſe Men 
ei d their former Shapes agen; 
/ K 3 


"202: HORH CE; 


Their Limbs, their Minds and Voice reſtor's, 


They ſpoke, not grunted to their Lord: 
Enough, enough hath vext my Soul, 

O Tar's and Tinker's lovely Trull! |, 

My Youth, my roſy Cheeks are gone, 
And left pale Skin ſtretch'd o'er the Bone: 
My Head grows white, it feels thy Bane, 
No Eaſe doth lay me down from pain; 
Days urge the Nights, and Nights the Days, 
' Yet my ſwoln Heart can find no Eaſe: 
Now I'm convinc'd, tis now confeft 
Thy force hath reach'd my troubled Breaft: 
Now I'm convinc'd by wondrous Harms 
My Head is ſplit with Magick Charms: 
My flow Belief 1 ſadly mourn ; 

What more? O Earth, O Floods, I burn! 
Net half the Heat Alcides bore 

When fir'd by Neſſus Poys nous Gore: 
Not half the Heat in AÆtua Reigns, 
That Scorches o'er my boyling Veins : 

Yer ftill you heat till Pm calcin'd 

To Duſt, and ſeatter'd by the Wind: 
What end of Pain? What hope for Eaſe? 
Speak, Speak, I'll ſuffer what you Pleaſe 
Im eager to avoid my Fate, 

And ſatisfie at any rate; 

A hundred Bulls ſhall pay their Bleed, 
Or Lying Verſe proclaim thee Good; 


. 
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 EPODES. 
ſalte, Modeſt, Juſt, thou ſhalt: appear, 
nd walk "midſt Stars a glorious. Star: 
Wreat Caſtor, vex'd at Helen's wrong, h 
ich Blindneſs pay'd the railing Sqng 3 
et Pray'rs prevail'd, he heard his Cries, 
nd ſoon reſtor'd the Poet's Eyes: | 
nd now forget my curſt Offence, 
eſtore (thou canſt) my periſh'd Senſe, 
) nobly Born and nobly Bred, 
hou ne'er hadſt Skill to raiſe the Dead, 
Jabiad the poor Man's quiet Urn, 
dr make his ſhiv' ring Soul return; 
or ſcatter Aſhes o'er a Tomb; 
s chaſte as fruitful is thy Womb, ; 
nd e er thy Child-bed Cloaths are clean, 
trange Breeder, thou art well again. 


CANID L A's Anſwer. | 


M Deaf, Tm Deaf, thou beg'ſt in vain; | 
Rocks beaten by the raging Main, 
Cot half ſo Deaf, will ſoonet heat 

he naked ſinking Mariner: | 

ould ſt thou Cotytro's Rites reprove, 

diſcloſe my Myſteries of Love, 

ould Cenſuring you my Tricks proclaim, 
Pd fill the Country with my Fame? 

t all my Arts prophanely laugh, 

et date to fancy to be ſafe? 


204 HORACE. 
In vain thou ſhalt, in vain inrich 
With precious Gifts the famous Witch; 
In vain ſtrong Drugs and Charms require; 
Fate ſhall be flow to thy Deſire: 

Wretch, hated Life ſhall ſtill remain, 


That thou might'ſt bear new racks of Pain: 


Falſe Tantalus doth beg for Reſt, 
Deluded by the hanging Feaſt, 
Condemn'd the griping Vultur's Prey, 
Prometheus begs a dying Day : 
Poor Siſjphies would fix his Stone, 
But Jove forbids it to be done. 
Now thou from Tow'rs ſhalt madly fall, 
Now tun thy Head againſt a Wall; 
And tir'd at laſt with ſqueamiſh Pain 
Shalt tye the Nooſe, but tye in vain: 
Then on thy Neck Pll bravely ride, 
And make thee bend beneath my Pride: 
Shall I that can, when-&er I pleaſe, 
Waſte Men by waxen Images? 
Shall 1 that can, as thou haſt known, 
( Curſt prying thou!) Eclipſe the Moon, 
Draw down the Stars from Seats above 
And mix a furious Draught of Love, 
Shall pow'rful I now grieve to ſee 

My 2 N too weak to baffle thee? 


| The « End f the Epodes. 
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The Heads of the Firſt Satyr. 


, Againſt the general Diſcontent of 
Mankind, none being content with his 

own Condition, ſtill thinking his Neigh- 

| bour happier, and * wou'd refuſe to 
change with him, Againſt Cove- 
zouſneſs. 3. That the pes. Man is 
the moſt Diſcontented. _ 


Hence comes, my Lord, this EN 
Diſcontent ? 

hy All diſlike the State that Chance bath ſent, 

t their own choice procur'd? Why All repent 2 #* . 

he weary Soldier now grown old in Wars, e 

ith bleeding Eyes ſuxveys his Wounds and Scars; 

a 
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Curſe that &er I the Trade of War began, 
Ab me! the Merchant is 4 happy Man. | 
The Merc haut, when the Waves and Winds are high, 
Cries, Happy, happy Men at Arms; for why, 
Tou fight, and ſtreight comes Death, or joy ful 
Victory. 
The Lawyer that's diſturb'd before”? tis Light 
By reſtleſs Clients, or that wakes all Night, 
Grows ſick; and when he finds his Reſt is gone, 
Cries, Happy Farmers that can ſleep till Noon. 
The weary Client thinks the Lawyer bleſt, 
And ctaves a City Life, for that's the beſt. 
So many Inſtances in ev'ry state, 15 
Tn mourn their own, but oy their Neigh- 
bours Fate, | 
*T would tire even bawling Fabiws to relate. 
But to be ſhort, ſee ll adjuſt the Thing. 
- Suppoſe ſome God ſhou'd ſay, I'll pleaſe you non, 
You Lawyer leave the Bar and take the Plongh; 
Tou Soldier too ſhall be a Merchant made, 
So, go, and follow. each his wi d-For Trade: 
How? what? refuſe? and diſcontented Rill? 
And yet they may be happy if they will. 
Now we'd not this vex Jove, and make him 15 
 Hath he not reaſon now to ſcourge the Age? 
And angry ſwear he'd never hear again? 
- Ne, they mou d vow, and pray, but pray in vain. 
| = 
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Nor Dangers fright thee from Purſuit of Gain; 
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4 not to /a#gh, and let my Muſe be looſe, 
'twere my whole deſign to be jocoſe, 

tho 1 may be grave when not moreſe: 

nd Mirth-commends, and makes our Preceptstake, 

hus Teachers bribe their Boys with Figs and Cake 

o mind their Books; theſe Things deſerveto have 
ſerious handling: Come, now let's be grave. | 


re Soldier fights, the buſy Tradeſman cheats, 


nd finds a thouſand Tricks and choice Deceitsz ' 
he heavy Plough contents the lab' ring Hind, 

he Merchant ſtrives with ev'ry Tide and Wind; 

Ind all this Toil to get vaſt heaps of Gold, 

hat they might live at Zaſe when they are old: 


- 


hen they have gotten ſtore for num' rous Tears, 


hey may be free from Want, and from its Fears. 

s the ſmall Ant (for the inſtructs the Man, 

nd preaches Labour) gathers all the can. 

And brings it to increaſe her heap at home 
Againſt the Winter, which the knows will come: 


| or when that comes the creeps abroad no more, | 


ut lies at home, and feaſts upon her Store. 
ut neither Heat, nor cold, nor Wars reſtrain, 


Poly that thou may'ſt be the riche# Man. 
Phat pleaſure is't, with buſie Toil and Care 


20 gather heaps of Gold to hide with Fear, 


ho under Ground ſcarce ſafe we think it there? 
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Why prithee what is't good for till tis gone? 


To plough three thouſand Acres or but Three? 
- Oh but tis ſweet to take from Barns well flor'd; 


If you would fill a cup, come tell me why, 


As well as from that yonder rowling Flood, 


The rapid stream whirls them and Banks away; 


They would have more, for when their Wealthy 
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Why, ſhouw'd ſpend one Croſs, twon d till waſte my 
ITwou d all run out, and I ſbou d be undone; 


In thy vaſt Barns great ſtores of Corn do lye, 
Yet thou canſt eat perhaps no more than 1. 
The Slaves that bear the weighty Flasks of Bread, 
With ſmall and barly Leaves are hardly fed, 
They ſweat tis true, and with the burthen groay 
But eat no more than he that carries none. 
Beſides, what difference prithee is't to me 
That feed no more than Nature's Luxury, 


What, if you take no more than wine afford? 
Mine but half full? why doſt thou praiſe the mor 
My ſmall. one is as good as thy great Store. | 


Why not from this ſnall Spring that runs hard by 


Since this will give enough, and quite as good? 
For hence whilſt eager on their »ſe/eſs Prey 


He that ſeeks bur enough, is free from fear, 
His Life is ſafe, and all his Water clear: 
But moſt are loſt in a conſounded Cheat, 


ü gere 
They think their Forth as mac as their Ear 


then, what muſt we da to PRs a one? 
by, let him, tis his Will to be undone: 
ce he, as the At henian Chuff, will cry 
te People hiſs me, True, but what care 17 
the poor Fools hiſs me where e er 1 come, 
leſs my ſelf to ſee my Bags at home. 
x wietched Tantalus, as Stories tell, 
Noom'd to the worſt, the Curſed' ſt Plague in Hell) 
ads up Chia deep in an o'erfiowing Bowl, 
cannot drink one drop to fave his Soul. 
dat, doſt thou laugh? and think that thou art free? 
dl, change the Name, the Story's told of thee: 
Wou watcheſt o'er thy Heaps, yet midſt thy Store 
ou'rt almoſt ſtarv'd for Want, and ſtill art poor: 
fear to touch as if you-robb'd a Saint, 
d uſe no more than if *twere Gold in Paint: 
only know how Wealth may be abus'd, 
what tis good for, how it can be us d; 
ill buy thee Bread, twill buy thee Herbs, and * 
ever Nature s Luxury can want: 
now to wat ch all Day, and wake all Night, 
r Thieves and Fire, and be in conſtant fright, 
eſe are Goods, if theſe are a Delight; 
content, Heav'ns grant me Sleep and Eaſe, 
heſe are Goods, I would be poor of thele. 
but ſuppoſe 1 ſhould be ſick; what then? 
then the richeſt are the happieſs Men: 
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And then leave off when thou haſt gotten tha; 


+ 
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Then are the great advantages of Wealth, 
*T will make the Doctor ride, and bring me Health 4 


will get a Friend that may condole my Pain, 


And tell me that I ſhall do well again: 

will get a Nurſe, & Purge, and ſave my Liſe, N 
And keep me well for my dear Friends and Wie, Wl 
Prethee, fond Fool, for this ne' et vex thy Heal, WM 


For ſhe and all that know thee wiſh thee Dead: þ 


And reaſon good, fince you your Gold prefer 
To all your Friends, your Children, and to het 
How then canſt thou expect that they ould pro 
So kind to thee, when thou deſerw'ſt no Loet 
Why, to be Coverows, yet keep thy Friends, 
That Chance or that indulgent Nature ſends; 
It is a foo/ſb Hope, abſurd and vain, 

As his, to teach an Aſs to rake the Rein 
And freely run a Race upon the Plain. 
Well, fax a bound at laſt ro thy Enate ; 


— 


And let nat, as thou doft encreaſe thy Store, 
Thy fears riſe too that thou ſhalt once be poot 


Act not Umidius, (come, the Story's ſhort, 


The Tale is Tragick, yet 'tis pretty ſport) - 

A Rogue as rich as if he had a Mine, 

He did not tell, but meaſure heaps of Coin: 
And yet ſo cloſe, he went as meanly clad 
As any thread - bare Servant that he had; 


oY ; 1 
1 


bon . r.. nt 
; Shoes till clonted, and he always cry'd, 

Lit he ſhou'd ftarve, for Want, before he dy'd: 
n his Whore ſua pt, and with a luſty Blow 

ell ſtruck i'fairh) ſue cleft the Slave in two: 

t then muſt I ſpend all? No, that's as bad: 

ere's ſomething berwixt ſtaring and ſtark mad 
jy (till to the Extreams you madly run, 

whea 1 chide thee for a greedy Clown, 

p not bid thee ſpend, and be undone. 
there are bounds when Nature did begin, 

en fix'd, and all is good. that lies within, 

{| all without on either 1ids is Sin. 

But to return te that where I began, 

ne ſo pleas'd as the rich greedy Man? 

zone like him contented with his State, 

ber praiſe and crave another's Fate? 

en others Cows do give more Milk than his 

de not vext? Doth he not pine at this? 
th he compare himſelf, and doth he ſee 

at almoſt all are poorer far than he? 

h he not ftrive to raiſe his vaſt Eſtate? 

richer now than this Man, now than that? 
cher till appear as he goes on, 
| 120ſe he muſt excel, or nothing's done. 

45 Our Racers when they run the Courſe, 

keep their Eye upon the foremott Horſe, 
| firive to out- ſtrip im; bur never mind 

lazy diſtauc'd Jade that lags behind. 

F Hence 
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Hence tis ſcarce any thinks his State is bleg 
Nor when Death calls, like a contented Guelf 
Will riſe from Life, and lay him down to} 


But ſtay; enough, and leſt mine feems as 10 
As e s tedious Books, I'll hold 145 Tong 


8 th 


>  SATYR I 
The Heads of the Second 829 

1. Men keep no mean, as He © 
. by Examples, 2. He "aſhes the M 


7  Ferers, 9 
HE Players, Pimps _ Hettors of thy 


Town, 

The Rooks, the Gameſters, all lament nt Ur 
For their Tigellius that is dead and gone. 
For he was a free Soul, a Prodigal, 
He had a fair Eftate, and ſpent it all. 
Others t* avoid that Name refuſe to ſpend 
One ſingle Croſs upon a needy Friend; 
Their heaps are Sacred, and they ſpare theit i 

Altho' he dies for Want, and ſtarves with G 
Now if you take the firſt to Task, and ſay, 
Why doſt Thou fquander thy Eftate away: 
And waſte thy Ancient Lands on Paltry Gnij, 
«And borrow Mony to maintain thy Feaſes ? 
He anſwers ſtreight, I hate to be confin'd, 
1 nd no ſordid, nor a zarrew Mind; | 


vs 


a free and generous Humour love; by 
this ſome diſcommend, and ſome approve. | 
iy: rich in Mony out at Uſe, 
Lands, yet fears to be eſteem'd profuſe; 
times double he word Sums ingage, 
ſues Towng Heirs when newly come to Age: - 
gteateſt Prodigats he preſſes moſt, 
lends them Mony *till their Lands are loft, 
vhen he hears all this, wou*'d not- complain, 
| God! Yet thus he damns himſelf for Gain. 
xd one would ſcarce believe a Man for Pelf 
ou'd be ſo great an Enemy to himſelf: - :x 
he in Terence when his Son was gone, : 
he laments, and cries he is undone, 
moſt unhappy Man, the Sun can ſee, 
iv'd not half ſo bad a Life as he. 
| all this proves whilſt Fouls one Vice 4 
un into the oppoſite Extrem. 
un with Gowns below his Heels is __ L 
her Humoriſt tucks them to his Waſte : 
lus ſmells like any Civet Cat, 
onin like a Goat, or worſe than that: 
keep no Mean; one, when his Blood bois of er, 
| take a Matron only for his Whore, | 
lle others all but common Fades refuſe, 
fly the ſober Whores, and rake the Stews: 
Ertain famous Bully of the Town N 
n he did leave the Srews, was often known | 
lie old Cats*'s Words, G. 9 n | 
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Here our hot Teuthis ſhould come to cool their Flay, 
And never uſe, the, Marry d City Dame + 

But Cupien ſays, III not be prais' d for this, 
That Cupien that admires a Matron Mis. 
2. Now you that. wit: theſe. baſe, Aduierer, il 
And Puniſhment as bad as is their Will; 

" Muſt needs be pleas'd to hear my Muſe eplus 
What ſmall delight they with great Danger giz] 
And how their Pteaſure's ſadly: mix'd with ban: 
Fox: one found faulty with another's Wife, 
Muſt from a Window leap to fave his Life: 

' Another's finely kickt, and jilted too, 

Or taken, Bribes the Slaves to let him go: 

Another's kickt into the Commonshore, 
There ſtifled, and a thouſand Miſchiefs mom: 
Another's Gelt, his Dancing Days are gone, 
And All, but Galla, ſay twas juſtly done. 

But come let's ſee nom bow the Matter fall 
Is't ſafer Trading with the Aligals, 
Whom Saluſt ſo admires, and ſo adores, 
As much as thoſe that uſe the Marry'd hom 
Now did not. this Man make his Gifts too git 

But fit, and equal to his ſmall Eſtate, 

He might be counted lind, preſerve his Namt, 

Not ruin his Eſtate, nor loſe: his Fame: 
But what cares he for this? He boaſts alone, 
He knows no Matron, and he tempts not one: 
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26 Marſaus, whom a jilting Whore, 
Adreſs, hath undone, and made him Poor's 
binks, ſays he, I lead a Civil Life, a 
or meddle with another's Wife © ; 
but with Whores and Players; and by that 
Fame is ruin d more than thy Eſtate. 
ti enough to ſay, when faults are done, 
JF Wd it not with ſuch, or ſuch a one; 
_ not take Care to ſhun the Afion fill, 
r Action that's intrinſically ill, 
A cndalous in irs ſelf? To waſte thy Time, 
WT Fame; or thy Eſtate is ſuch a Crime, 
bad on whomſoe'er you loſe it all, 
Matron, Confmon-W hore, or Abigal. 
Ing Villius he to Sylla's Daughter kind, | 
(oft a Son-in-Law, ſo oft he Sinn'd; Ip r 8 
Sr Wretch, thus cheated, ſmarted o'er and o'er ; | 
T dg ſoundly beaten, ſtabb d, kickt out of Door 
llt poor Longarenus claſp'd the jilting Whore: 
poſe his Whore-Pipe now being vext at this, 
d ask him, did I want @ Noble Miſs, 
Whore of Quality to cool my Flame? 
uud been content with meaner Game : 
Wat Anſwer cou'd be given ? What * ſaid? 
p, fenſioth, She was a Noble Maid 
how much better Natwre's Laws cha "BBK, 
great the Gifts beſtow d, how imall deny d? 
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If you diſtinguiſh well, if well deſign, 
No things forbidden with the granted join: 
Is it all one? can you no difference ſee 
Whether the Fault be in the Things, or Thee? 
Then tempt no Matrons, for ſuppoſe you gin 
The Sweet is little, but immenſe the Pain; 
*Tis true her coſtly Jewels court our Eye, 
But yet She's not more ſoft, more plump her T 
No, tho” ſuch Gems as ſoft cerinthus woe, 
She does no better than a trading Whore, | 
'* Beſides; her Trade is fair, 1 like it well, 
She freely ſhows Whate'*er ſhe. has to ſell: 
And you may turn her, and view ev'ry part, 
And ſee that all is Nature, and not Art: 
She does not ſhow: her beſt to tempt the Eye, 
And ſtrive to cover a” Deformity, | ; 
All's ſeen, and if you like it, you may buy, 
Our Fockeys, when a Horſe is ſet to ſale, 
Take off the Covering Cloaths, and lool on al 
Leſt by a well-ſhap'd Neck and cleanly made 
The greedy Chapman be at laſt betray d, 
And buys a ſpavin'd or a founder'd Jade: 
This care is good, thus when you chuſe a Lal 
Be not too Eagle- ey d to view a Grace; 
And blind as Hypſea is to ſpy à Fault, 
For ſuch as judge by halves are often caight: 
How neat her Arm and Leg! *Tis true, but ful 
Her Waſte is _ Noſe long, her Feet 1251 


TS «KC 


er Il. 8 F ant 
zeſides, a Matron's Face is ſeen alone, 
ut Kate's that Fe male Bully of the Town, 
er all the reſt is cover'd with the Gown. N 
it if you'd taſte, for that doth; raiſe thy heat, 
dainty but forbidden Diſh of Meat: N 
bete are a thouſand ſtops, a thouſand Spies, 
Chamber-maid, a Foot-boy's curious Eyes, 
heſe muſt be fee d, and each will claim his ſhare, 
{cs a Gown doth hide the precious Ware: 
non 4 trading Girl is freely ſnow'd, | 
ee her Naked, or almoſt. as good; 
costs are thin, and you may fairly tx 

W {caic her Waſt, Feet good, if plump her Thigh, &. 
eres fre admiſſion to the Chapman's Eye: 7 
ou d you be cheated? the Occaſionꝰs fair, 
ce you wou'd buy before you ſee the Ware. 
Ns Hunters trace their Hares thro? Froſt and ono, 
ke not the Fleſh as well as others do, 5 
if they caught it only to beſtow: 95 

t ſo my Love, it ſcorns an eaſie prey, 
booty follows that which flies away: [tame 
“ũhat canſt thou think that this mean Verſe can 

y wild. Deſires, that this can quench thy Flame ? 

u doth not Nature ſteady Rules ordain, 
Laus which ſhou'd t hy wildeſt Wiſh contain, 
which divide the ſolid Goods from vain? '\ 
Wh he not tell, what ſue wou'd have ſupply'; 
al mor ſhe cannot bear to be deny'd? _ RX 
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= HORATCE's Boe 
when Thirft doth burn thy Throat, and call fort 


Will nothing but a Golden Goblet pleaſe? 
And when thy Hunger bites, and fain would ext, 


I'm of another Mind, I'm not ſo nice, 


And ſays, Tes, when my Husband's out of Dom 


Such formal Ladies, I'm for quicker Sport; 


And let her bring no more than Natwre's Face: 


And, with a guilty Shriek, cries I'm undone; | 
Oh now Pm caught, and all my Jointure's 9 
| (For that's the Puniſhment of marry'd Who 
Whilſt I, poor guilty Rogue, ſneak out of Dow 


- 


Is all refus*'d but rare and-dainty Meat? 

Or when thy Luſt calls for a ſpeedy Joy, 
And thou haſt ready a mean Girl, or Boy, Ml I 
What wilt thou rather burn than thoſe employ} 


1 love a Miſs that comes at eaſie Price: 


Or, Sir, One Guinea more, and I am yours: 
Says Philo:em, let patient Eunuchs Court | 


1 love a Miſs that flies into my Arms, 
And ſets at eaſie rate her tempting Charms, 
Let her be ſtrait and fair, of comely Grace, 


While we Embrace, while ſhe my Arms does fil 
She's my Egeria, or whate'er I will. 
Then 1! fear nothing, for no harm can com 
No jealous Husband is returning home, 
No Doors broke open, or the Servants rais d, 
While the, poor Wret ch, ſtarts from my Arms am 


J 


y a 


_ 
r 
"lo 


LY — 


nbutton'd, and bare 0 to ſhun the 6 

nd ſave my Purſe, my Fleſh, or elſe my Fame: 
Then leave the marry'd Women, be advis'd, 

's ſad, ask Fabius elſe, to be ſurpriz d. 


The Heads of the Third Satyr. 


He laſhes Tigellius a Singſter, an 
Enemy of his, and à moſt unſettled 
Halb. . Thoſe that quickly ſpy o- 


| thers faults but cannot ſee their own. 


3. Faults: of Friends ſhould be extenu- 
ated, 4. Againſt the Stoicks O pinion, 
lat all Faults are equal, 


Mongſt their Friends our Song ſters all agree 
Of this one Fault, not one of them is free; 
kk them to Sing, you cannot have one Note; 
„ they have gotten Cold, or & ſore Throat: | 
unrequeſted then they ſtrain their Voice, 
Wd trouble all the” Company with t heir Noiſe. | 
dis Humour hath Tigellius often ſhown ; © 
by his Father's Friendſhip and his own, 
, that cou'd Command; did beg a Song; 


SAT YR ci 


Was all 1 in vain, he might have held his Tongue: | 
L 2 Let 
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| Yet take him in the Vein, and he would fag 
From Morn u Night, « Health to Chattes wwe Kigh 
Sometimes te ſqueaking Treble his Voice we'd 
Thea link again inte the deepeſt Nee: 
A molt untettled Fellow, he word wa 
Ax it he fied a Robber, or a Dun! 
And Meiglu as in Proceſtion gravely go, 
Now with two hundred Servants, now but tw 
Sometimes he'd talk of Heroes, and of Kings, 
ln mighty Welling Numbers egi Things: 
Aud then again, dee gracens Forenne give 
at (tits eats and Drink eneagh te (ve: 
Le dev @ Cont ts Ae one C profhne, 
e det TY and ebene, der LD content, 
Yer give this {paring thing, this Moderate, 
This Man of mean Dette a vaſt Bitae, 
In Nine days time tis eviry Penny gone, 
And he's grown Poor again, and is undone: 
Ne wakes all Night to Sing, to Drink, ad By 
They goes to Red, and theres it all the aht 
No Man's deligns like his dv dilagree, 
None lives to contrary to himlelt as he. 
>, Ay, but (ays one, have you no Fault M 
Yew Sin, I have, prodaps a3 great as hint 
When At rail'd at Nevins, how, lays ces 
Daft know thy et or think, thy Falte 
Ay, but lays e,, 1 horgite my own: 


— 


Woox 1, SHFTERS "TY 
eee, and a wicked Love, 
ad {ach as Qarpet Saryes eld roprove, + 
ee art Blind and Semelels to thine own, 
an thou {ee thy Nieud's Diſeaſe ſo toon 
ac leute u Seapent can to quickly . 
a gay Bagle hach to good an Rye. 
_CANCUAISICTY 
A: 01 dot find their faults, fo they will che; 
[haps he's periſh, and he's ape to Rage, 
cannot bear the Ralley of the Age, 

(haps he doch net weer bis Cloarhs gentle, 
» hoe is not well Made, wor hits it well 
e may be Routed, and be ee d tor thiss 
& he's an Genet Man us any is 
en thy Fed, and the? the Cat be foul 
bolds à Learned, and a Nodle Soul. 
A, look oer thy (elf with QgiQoit Cace, 
ad fee what feeds of Viee ave roared there, |} 
hat Nature plants, and what UL Cultorns bear. * 
kis (earch is good, for a negleRed Ried, 
horns, or wietels Fern will quickly yield. 
Well, let us being our telves at laſt to this, 
$ ardent Lovers when they Court a Milsz 
lpy no taults, ox love thole Faults they tÞy> 
Ns ese Fete ple d Batdine's Eye; 
vi this Error in out K end teigu'd, 

dad the deu & & Vutue gain 
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Do turn their very Virtues into Vice: 


And one that's flow, we call a thick-skull'd Foal: 


25 4 
& 


Puts up Affronts, and ſhuns diſturbing Stife, 


Oh he's a Cunning and a Crafty Knave: 


wor H OX C E 's Boox l 


As Fathers hide Sons faults, or elſe commend, 
We ſhould excuſe the failures of our Friend: 
A Father that hath got a Squint-ey'd Boy 
Cries what 4 pretty Caſt adorns my Joy! 

And calls his dwarfiſh Son that's often ſick, 
As that Abortive Siſyphus, his Chick: 

Is one too Cl:ſe? be tender of his Fame, 
And call him thrifty, *tis the ſofter Name : 
If he will brag too much, if he is vain, 
Then ſay he is a brick and merry Man: 

If he will rage, if he will rudely flout, 
Then ſay he is a deunrig hr Friend, and tout: 

If he will Huff, his Airy Soul commend, 
And this I think will get, and keep a Friend, 
But we, unkindly and perverſely nice, 


If any lives a ſober honeſt Life, 
A mean, we ſtreighit exclaim, and Chicken Soul! 


Another in thele evidencing Times, 

When Envy loads our honeſt Men with ca, 
Lives unſuſpected, and with prudent Art 

He keeps himſelf ſecure on ey*ry part. 
Inflead of Wiſe, of Provident, and Grave, 


If any Man (as I have often done 
To you Mecanas, and now freely own) 


Lox TL SLICES: 223 
pertinent Diſcourſe or Queſtions brings, 

dr jogs Another while he reads or ſings 5 

br fits a muſing upon other things; 

e freight grow Mad, we'll hear no juſt defence 3 3 
ox, he's a Dolt, and wants ev'n Common Senſe; 
hat Cuſtoms, ah! what Rules have Men deſign'd? 
\nd how unjuſt, and to themſelves unkind ! 
here's noue but hath ſome tault, and he's the beſt, 
oft Virtuous he, that's ſpotted with the leaſt: 

kind good-natur'd Friend, that ſtrives to prove 
nd know the Man that he intends to Love, 
nd weighs my Virtues, and my Faults, tis juſt + 
If happily my Virtues prove the moſt,) 

o let that scale go down; and if on this 
geln be 2 Friend, P11 bate ſome things amiſs, 
al make the ſame allowance in weighing his: 
Wor thoſe that would not have their Sores offend, 
uſt nor diſguſt the Pimples of their Friend: 
nd 'tis but juſt, that he that hopes to find 
k Pardon for his Faulrs, ſhould be as kind, - 
nd give the like, and with a willing Mind. 

But now ſince Pafſion's rooted in our Souls, 
other faults that ſtick ſo cloſe to Fools; 
hy doth not Reaſon poiſe and mend our Thoughts? 
nd ſee our Rage proportion'd to the Faults: 

When supper's done a Slave removes the Diſh, 
Aud ſpills the Broth, or elſe lets fall the Fin; 


? 


E No | 


224 HORACE”. Boer 
Now ſhould the Mafter ſab the Slave for this, 
He would be thought more mad than Labe is; 
But how more mad are we, and more ſevere! 
Our Friends but little, and but ſeldom Err, 
(And ſuch {mall Faults good Natures ne'er reſet; 
They fin as Men muſt do, and may 1epent.) 
But yet for this we hate, for this we ſhun, 
As Bankrupts, Riſio, the notorious Dun; 
Who, when the Calends come, ſeverely (ues, 
And if the Debtor doth not pay the Uſe, 
He's clapt in Jayl, and hears a tedious Bill, 
A killing Scroll, tem, and lems (ill: 
My Friend got drunk, perhaps hath foul'd my bd, 
Or bruis'd a Cup by neat Evander made, 
Or ſnatcht away a Chicken from my Plate, 
And muſt I love my Friend the leſs for that? 
What ſhou'd 1 do then if he prov'd uniuſt, 
Refus'd to bail me, Thiev'd or brate bis Twfſt? 
Thoſe that hold Vices equal, ſeem diſtreſs' d, 
When leaving Sophiſtry they come to th* Teh: 
This Fancy doth with Law and Cuſtom fight, 
And Intereft too, that ſpring of Juſt and Right: 
When Man firſt crept from Mother Earth's cod 
Be vas a miſerable Thing, and Dumb; LWonh 
Then they for Acorns fought, and ſhady Cave, 
With Nails, thea Clubs, the Weapons Nature gar? 
And next with Swords which {ad couvenience founk 


Aud Malice taught them they were fit 10 wound: 
, "Til 
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box I. SATIRE, ws! 


frill Words and Names for Things, and Laws begans 


5 


nd civiliz'd the brutiſh Creature Man: 6 
hen they built Towns, and ſettled Right and Juſt, 
nd Laws to curb our Rapine, and our Luft; 

ot long e' er Helen's time a thouſand dy d, 

hen thouſands fought to get a beauteous Bride: 


Int unrecorded fell, like Beaſts they ſtray' d, 


ach caught his willing Female and enjoy d:. 
Till one more ſtrong kill'd him, and was preferr'd, 
uſt as rhe greateſt Bull amongſt the Herd: - 

ook o'er the World's old Records, there's the Cauſe. 
Twas fear of wrong that made us make our Laws: 
ly Naled Nature ne er was underſtood + a 
hat's Fuft and Right, as what is Bad and Good, 
hat ft and what «fit for Fleſh and Blood: 

or Reaſon ſhews to break a Garden Hedge, 
hou'd be as great a Crime as Sacrilege: 


Let Rules be fixt that may our Rage contain, 
Ind puniſh faults with a Proportron'd pan: 


Lad do not flea him, do not run him through, 
hat only doth deſerve a kick or two: ' 


Wo: | ne'er fear that thou wilt prove too kind, 


o too much Pity vitioſly inclin'd, 

hat can'ft hold Vices Equal, and believe 

0 Rob's no greater Crime than *tis to Thievez 

ad who wou'd puniſh all with equal hand 

thou wer King, and hadſt the full Command: 


L 5 


- 
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* 226 HORACE's Boox 
Us If he that's wiſe and skilful in his Trade, 
1 Tho but a Cobler, muſt be neatly made, 
13 Be rich, be fair, be handſome and a King; 
1s Why doſt thou wiſh for't fince thou haſt the thi) 
Fi Bat what Chryſippus ſaid thow doſt not know, 
L No wi ſe Man yet did ever make a Shoe, 
1 And yet the Cobler's a wiſe Man; how o? 
| Why, as Hermogenes, tho' he holds his Tongue, 
j Is skill'd in Muſick, and can ſet a Song; 
| j And ſuffling Alſen though he loft his Aw!, 
$10 And threw away his Laſt, and ſhut his Stall; 
1 * And broke his Threads, yet was a Cobler fill; 
Ci: Thus ey'ry Tradeſman if he hath but Skill 
He Is wiſe, and therefore only King: but ſtay, 
1 Vnleſs you uſe your Club, with wanton play | 
Fi The waygiſh Boys will pluck thy formal Pead, Wi 
$3 Thou ſhalt be kick'd, derided, ſcorn'd and jecrh | 
1 Till thou doſt burſt when Rage or Envy tings, WP 
i. And ſnarl thou greateſt King of mighty King 
kf In ſhort, whilſt thou a King ſhalt walk in State Wn 
ip And only fooliſh Criſpin on thee. wait, U 
15 To get a farthing Bath, I nobly live, b 
4 The Faults 1 Fes commit, my Friends forgive, WM" 
* And 1 as eaſily will pardon theirs, 4 
4 And ſo V11 live ſecure, and free from Cares, p 
L.A happier private Man, than thou a King. 4 
1 - 3 c 
$. 
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S ATT N. 
The Heads of the Fourth Satyr. 


Lucilius was bitter but uncorrect. 
2. Few read Satyrs, becauſe they kuow 
they deſerve the Reproof. 3. Whether 
Satyr be a Species of Poetry. 4. A De- 
fence of his own Writings. The 
manner how his Father bred yt ts 
| Virtue, 


—— > 


Ratin and Ewpolis that laſh'd the Age, 
Thoſe old Comedian Furies of the Stage; 
f they were to deſcribe a vile, unjuſt, 

Ind cheating Knave, or ſcourge a Lawleſs Luft, 
dr other Crimes; regardleſs of his fame 
hey ſhow'd the Man, and boldly told his Name . 
T his is Lucilius's way, he follows thoſe, 

lis Wit the ſame, but other Numbers choſe ; 
grant he was a ſharp and ready Wit, 

Nut rude and uncorrect in all he writ : : 
W his was his fault, he haſtily would rhyme 
As it 'twere ſuch a wondrous thing in him) 
wo hundred tedious Lines in one hours time. 
Net when with force his muddy Fancy flow'd, © 
eme few pure Streams / appear d among the Mud: 
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Too lazy for the task of writing well. 


But you, like Bellows, till the Gold's refin'd, 


And 1 ſcarce dare to publiſh what I write: 


One Silver's white, and Alpius Braſs aumires: 


Look he's fark, mad, they cry, fly, fly betimes; + 


ey ae 1 — 
- * 4 
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In writing much *tis true his Parts excel, 


But grant that rare, what then? cri pinus ſays 
Tes talk of writing, Sir, yuu claim the Bays; 
Come on Sir Critick, you ſhall have your fill, 
(The Wager be as little as you will) 

Here's Ven and Ink, and Time and Place, let's try 
Which can write moſt, and faſteſt, you or 1, 


Thanks Heavin that made me flow, and gave ata 


That writes but little, and but now and then, 


Are puffing ſtill, and all but empty wind 
2. Fannius was happy, whom the publick Prat 


Prefer'd to Phabus Shrine, and Crown'd with lf 


But few read mine, and few. my Books delight, 


Few like this way, for moſt know well enough, 
That they deſerve, and fear my juſt Reprock; 
Take any at a venture midſt the Crowd, 
And you mall find him covetous or proud, 
One marry'd Whores, another Boys deſires, 


Another runs from Eaſt to Weſt to cheat, | 
Like Duſt by Whiclwindstoſtthro? ſtorms of Fate 
And all to keep or better his Eſtate. 

All theſe hate Poets, theſe do fear our Rhimes, 


\ 
-| 5 


38 


boon, $8 HL OKS. 
+ ſpares no Frieud, he will abuſe the beſt, 


n 


gu le ma) laugh himſelf and have his Feſt: 
ad then ate er he writes Flies o'er the Torn, 
o Pimps, 10 Hectors, aud to Gameſters ſhown, 
1 ev'ry one be meets he tells the Tale, 
Md Senſeleſs Fops, Old Women, Boys and all, 
low hear what may for tother ſide be ſhowns 
. Firſt, I'm no Poet, for to make me one 
is not enough to fetter words in Rhime, 
And make a tedious and a jingling Chimes 
and chiefly ſince my numerous Feet encloſe 
uch plain familiar Talk, and almoſt Proſe; 
o, he alone can claim that Name that writes 
ith Fancy high, and bold and daring flights, > 
And ſings as nobly as his Hero fights. S 
nd therefore ſome do doubt, ny ſome wer" 
f Comedy be Poetry or no, 
zecauſe it wants that Spirit, Flame, and Force, 
And bate the Numbers, tis but plain Diſcourſe © 
Net often there the careful Fathers Rage, 
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W hey ſtorm, and ſwear, and crack the trembling Stages 
Rogue, a Dog, I'll Kick him out of Deor; 
hen his young Stripling courts a Jilting Whore, 
nd flights a noble Match ; or ſtow'd with Drin, 
Fen while tis Day, he Sails behind his Link: 
\nd would not Pompon, weie his Father here, 
eck as har a Check, aud as ſevere? 


Well 
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But yet an honeſ{ Man that keeps his Oath, 
Nor robs nor ſteals, may ſafely ſcorn them bol: 
If thou'rt a Thief, as Cele and Byrrhus are, 


m foxc'd becauſe my Friends will have it {0: . 
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230 HORACE" Booxj 
Well then 'tis not enough to keep due time, 
Obſerve juſt Feet, and put plain Words in Rhimez 
For break the Numbers, and the Verſe affords 
But common angry Talk, and uſual Word: 
Thus take what 1, ox what Lucilius writes, 
Tho now and then it Storms, and ſometimes bia WM 
Invert the Oder and the Words tranſpoſe, . 
No ſign, as when you change, (When violent a A 
Had burſt their Brazen Gates, and broke the Bars:) I 
Of Poetry appears, tis naked Proſe, = 
4+ But now enough, another time ſhall ſhow 1 
If *tis a part of Poetry or no: EF, 
But now I will enquire how Men ſhou'd hate 
This way of writing Satyr, and for what: | 
Capri and Sulce, thoſe Terrors of the Jayl, 
Both hoarſe with pleading, walk the Common: Hil 
Their green Bags ſtuff d with Bills, Indi&tmeny 
Bxeves, | : 
A-mighty Terror thoſe to Knaves and Thieves; 


I'm not like Sulce or Capri, why do'ſ fear, 

And why dread me? My Book's not ſet to Sale, : 
Thumb'd by the Rabble upon ey'ry Stall, I 
The Raſcal ſcum, Hermegenes and All?! 
I ſeldom do rehearſe; and when 1 do, 4 
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ur then in private, to my Friends alone, 
lot ev'ry where, nor yet to ev'ry one: 
Thouſands i'th* publick Market-place recite, 
nd trouble all they meet with what they write: 
ay whilſt they Bath, they ſtudioully rehearſe, 
he Echos raiſe the Voice and grace the Verſe; 
Thus act our Fops, and without Fear or Wit, 
ever conſidering if the Seaſan's fir, 
Dr time convenient: Well, but what you write 
th hurt Mens Fame, that's your perverſe Delight: 
by this to me? Doth any Friend of mine 
boldly affirm that this is my Deſign? | 
ge that ſhall rail againſt his abſent Friends, 
Pr hears them ſcandaliz'd, and not defends, 
Wports with their Fame, and ſpeaks whatc'er he can, 
nd only to be thought a witty Man, 
Fells Tales, and brings his Friend in diſ-etteem, 
What Man's a Knave, beſure beware of him. 
Wet twelve to Supper, one above the reſt 
Erakes all the Talk, and breaks a ſcurvy Jeſt 
Dn all, except the Maſter of the Feaſt; 
Wt laſt on him, when frequent Cups begin 
unlock his Soul, and ſhow the ſpight within: 
Let him you count a Wag, a merry Soul, 
\ pleaſant, innocent, and harmleſs Droll: 
but if I ſmile perchance, if I preſume 
i laugh becauſe R«fillus doth perfume 


4 


That 


232 HORACE '" Boo! 
That Female Man; or naſty Gorgon note 
For ſtudied Filthineſs, and ſmell of Goat: 
My Smiles are Satyrs, and whate'er I wiite, 
In me tis all detraction, and 'tis ſpight: 
In common Talk, as we have often done, 
If we diſcourſe how Peril ſtole the Crown; 
And you, as you'are wont, his Cauſe defend, 
He hath a kindneſs for me, he's my Friend, 
My old Acquaintance he, be is indeed, 
And faith Im glad at Heart that he is freed; 
«And het I wonder hom be *ſcap'd ; tis right, 
This, this is baſe detraction, this is ſpight; 
This, if I know my ſelf, ne'er relifht me, 
My Boes from this, I'm fare my Mind is free; 
But if ſome things appear jocoſely writ, 
This you muſt pardon, this you muſt permit. 
J. For my good Father did inftru& me ſo, 
And by Examples taught me how-to know 
What was unfit, and what was fit to do. 
For when he tutor'd and advis'd to Thrift, 
And live content with that which he had left: 
Mark Byrrhus, he would ſay, and Alpi's Son; 
How wretchedly they live, now they're condone ! 
Two fit Examples by unhappy Fates, | 
To fright young Heirs from ſquand ring their Eftatil 
When he would fright me from a lawleſs Love, 


And Whores, he ſaid, Towpg Horace do not prov! 
C [4 


os I. 8 
e Sectanus, nor lead ſo looſe à Life, 
4 ſeek, foln joys, and with another's Wife; 
+ what the Laws permit, and be advis d, 
chonius got no credit when ſurprix d 
loſophers perhaps may ſhow the Cauſe, 
{ talk of Reaſon, and of Nature s Laws, 
by [ome things ſbou d be hated, ſome admir d, 
id why avoided ſome, and ſome deſir d, 
"its enough for me to form thy Mind, 
d liuue it to the Ancients Rules inclin'd, 
d while thou want t 4 Tutor, keep thy Name, 
d Mann'rs, ſpotleſs, and preſerve thy Fame; 
when 4 Man, then thou muſt walk aloe, 
prudent care to guide thee, but thy own. 
vs be advis'd; whate'er he'd have me do, 
lays, Look, ſuch @ one doth ſo and ſo; 
d ſets a worthy Man before my Eyes. 
d when he would forbid a thing, he cries, 
bor this bad when ſuch and ſuch a One 
candaliz'd ſor't over all the Town? 
uly Patients when they chance to hear 
eir Neighbour's lately dead, begin to fear, 
ow orderly, and check their Appetite; 
others ill Repute do often fright | 
ing Men from following Vice and falſe Delight- | 
ice 'tis that ſound from greater faults I live, 
{mall, and ſuch as Friends may well forgive 
rant J have; yet even thoſe grow leſs 
Wy own Care, or by my Friends Advice; 


— 


„ HORACE' Boo: 
I For when in Bed, or when 1 walk alone, 

>  _ I uſually revolve what 1 have done; 

| This may be better d ſure, and this commend, 

And make me greater, and a pleaſant F riend : 

Siure this is bad, and this is not well done; 

; What ſhall I af lile ſuch, and ſuch a one? 
All this I ule to think on when alone: 

At leaſure Times I write my fooliſh Thoughts, 
And this is one of thoſe my little Faults, 
Which if you won't forgive, but prove ſevere, 

A Band of Po:ts to my Aid I'll rear, 
(For we can make a Band) and like the Fews 
Il force you take that fide you now refule, 


S AT YR V. 
The Heads of the Fifth Satyr. 
1. A Deſcription of his Journey to Bru 
duſium, with all the various Occurra 
ces in the way. | 
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Ro M Rately Rome I waik'd a little way, WA 
F And reach'd Aricia firſt, and there I lay; 

My Company as good as Man cou'd ſeek, 
The Lawyer Heliodore a learned Greek: 

Then Forum Apii, that's a paltry Town, 
with Tars and Pedlars throng'd, and thoſe alone 


we made two Days on't hither, tho moſt but one; Jl 


| . 


o quick Travellers tis a tedious Road, 

if you walk but flow *tis pretty good. 

e 'cauſe the Water did corrode the Taſte, 
u hurt the Stomach, I reſolv'd to faſt; 4 
| envy'd thoſe that ſupp d; now Night appears 
do'er the Heav'n ſpreads, Shades, and twinkling 


«tk 


Stars: 
d then the Boys and Tars began to roar, 
hat, 4 Buat, ſo ho, you Son of 4 Where, 

, thow wilt ſink, the Boat, enough, no more: 
Id while they take the Fare we were to pay, 
id tye the Mule, a whole Hour ſlips away: 
de Boat was full of Fleas, and thoſe moleſt, 
d croaking Frogs all Night diſturb'd our Reſt: 
te Mule-man and the Boat-man fate up late, 

Wh drunk, and ſang a Catch of merry Nite: 

laſt the weary Mule-man. rolls to Bed, 
ith fiery Eyes, ſwoln Guts, and aking Head, 
he Boat-man too reſolv'd to work no more, 

tty'd his Mule to graze along the Shore, 
hen fell aſleep, and there all Night doth ſnore. 

id now the Sun elimb'd o'er the Eaſtern Hill, 

d nod the Day, but yet our Boat Rood ſtill; 
[11] one, a ſurly Fellow, leap'd from far, 
hd Back and Side he cudgePd drowzy Tar: 

is made him work and follow our Command, 

id ſo at ten a Clock we came to Lands 
| | * Feraig 


1 
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Feronia was the Place, and there we dine; 
Thence three Miles farther to another Inn: 
My kind AMecanas was to meet me there, 
With good Cocceins ſent on great Affair, 
on Embaſſies, t * as their delightful Toil 
To make new Friends, and Enemics reconcile: 
And here becaule my travelling did inflame, 
1 dreſt my Eyes, mean while Mecanas came, 
Coccerus, Capito and Fr ont 
That Fruxto delicate in Mind and Face, 

And great with Antony as any was: 

At little Funds we refus'd to bait, 

But laugh d at proud Aufidiu Pomp and State; 
A Scrivener lately, now with Mace aud Gown 
He huffs, and proudly Lords it o'er the Toy; 
To Formia next; (there capito Meat affords, 

Murena Lodging, fo we liv'd like Lords: 

The next Day was a happy joyful Day, 
For chen at Sinueſſa on our way, 
Plot inus, Virgil, Varius too attends, 
All worthy Men, and my obliging Friends: 
Oh how did we embrace! W hat Shouts we gil 
A Friend's the deareſt thing a Man can have: 
Next Night near camp an's Bridge our Stage ws} 
good, | 
And there we lodg'd, and as the Cuſtom ſtood 
The Villagers preſented Salt and Wood: 
Next Stage was capua, there we made a ſtay, 
Ve came betimes, Mecanas went to play, 


or l. SATYRS. 
and I to bed, my Eyes were ſore, 
Stomach ſick, and ſo we both forbore + 
i next we reach'd Cocceins Farm at Night 
leaſant Seat, and ſtor'd with all Delight: 
now aſſiſt my Muſe, and now relate 
two baſe Fellows quarrell'd, and for what 2 
ir their Pedigree; the generous, brave, 
d valiant MeSſirss was à noble Knave, 
0ſcian born; Sarmentus was a Slave: 
us nobly born theſe two, and nobly bred, 
pan the Brawl, And firſs Sarmentus ſaid, 
ith Meſſius Thon art likg an untam'd Horſe; 
e laugh; Well, well, ſays Meſſius, take your Ciurſe, 
id ſhakes his Head; Oh were thy Horns not gone, 
v then wouldſft puſh, ſince now when thou haſt none 
ox threatneſt ſo? but that's a ſcurvy Place, | 
ſe paguy Scars thy briſly Front diſgrace, 
id then breaks many a Jeſt upon his Face: 
2 er ry Pimple, and on ev'ry Wart, 
dd bids him Mimick Pohhpbem; No Apt, 
Vier thou doſt need, for thow art rough, 
nd Nature s given thee Uglineſs enongh. 
his Meſſius ſtomachs, and replies again, 
Fell, Sir, when will you Cinſerrate the Chain 
« vow'd the Lares? now youre mighty proud, 
Scribe, yet ſtill your Ladies Claim is goud : 
why I wonder ſhow dſt thow run wwony ? 
poor thin guited Rogue; ſure be might ſtay 
tat feaſted on an half. penn) Loaf a Day. 
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233 HORACE's Boo 

This made our Supper pleaſant, thence we role 
To Beneventum, there our Inn was good: 
\ But whilſt our ſedulous Hoſt makes too much h 
To roaft our Meat, and makes too ſtrong a Bly 
He had almoſt been burnt, the Chimny fir, 
And Flames as hungry to the Roofs aſpird: 
Then hungry we, and all our Servants came 
To ſave the Meat, and Houſe, and quench the Fla 
Next Day the known Appulian Mountains tile, 
Which hot Atabulus ſcorches as he flies: 
To paſs theſe Hills had prov'd too great a Tai 
But ſmall Trevicum gave us reſt a while, 
We ſtaid, quite blinded in a ſmoaky Houſe, 
For all they had to burn was Leaves and Bou 
Here I, poor Noddy, half the Night or more 
Expected a forſworn, a jilting Whore; 
At laſt dull Sleep did blunt my keen Deſite, 
His lazy Hand ſpread o' er, and check'd my Fin: 
But then ſome wanton, Dreams, too looſe to tl 
Supply'd her Place, and did the Feat as well, 
Thence four and twenty Miles in four Houts ti 
To a ſmall place whoſe Name won't ſtand in 
But yet by Signs tis very eas'Iy known: 
-Firſt then, the Water's ſcarce o'er all the Ton 
The cheapeſt thing that Nature hath beſtow d 
Here's dearly ſold; the Bread is very good: 
This oft the wary Traveller approves, 
And when he parts, he fills his Bag with Lot 
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r none Canuſium yields but griſty Bread, 

lis Town was built by valiant Diomed, 

te Nymphs averſe, tis like the former, poor; 
ot can it boaſt one Quart of Water more: 

re Variss left us, but appear'd to be 

ncern'd to part, and all as much as he; 

xt Night we reach'd to Rubi, there we lay, 

yery weary, for the tedious way 

vs dirty, and beſides it rain'd all Day: 

Morn the Sky was fair, the Weather good 
far as Bari's Town, but worſe the Road - 

te we had Sport enough, and cauſe to ſmile, 

I ſome that would our eaſie Faith beguile, - 

puld needs perſwade that in their ſacred Quire BY 
ect Incence burns without the help of Fire: Si | 
„let the Jews believe it if they pleaſe, 1 
dt I, I know the Gods muſt live at eaſe : 

ot when ſtrong Nature doth ſome Wonders ſhow, 
| believe they meddle here below : ; 
nce to Brunduſinm, there I left my Friends, ; 
d ſo my Story and my Journey ends, 


e 
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SATYR VI. To Macau 


1. He commends him for looking 93 
Exceſlencies, not the Families, of I, 

2. Againſt Pride. 3. His Acquainall 
with Mecænas. 4. Hou his Full 
bred him. 5. That he is very well q 

| rented with his fi mall Eſtate. 


1 Lt hoꝰ thy Veins are filPd wit h Royal Bloci 
Thy Birth as noble, Family as good 
As all Hetruria boaſts, you are not proud : 
Altho' thy Anceſtors did Armies guide, 
Kings by thy Father's and thy Mother's fide, 
Thou doſt not Might a Man of mean Degree, 
As moſt Men uſe to do, for Inſtance, me, 
Whoſe Father was. a Slave, and lately free. 
For you believe, and you are right in this, 
No matter whence be comes, but what he is: 
No matter if his Race be low, his Blood 
Be mean, if but his Mind be great and goo: 
Before King Tullus' time, by Birth a Slave, | 
A thouſand Men of mean Deſcent were brave, | 
And fill'd the Honours that the People gave: 
But noble Levin, though Valerins Son, | 
(By whole wiſe Condu this great State beguy 
When Tarquin they, the lofty and the Proud, 
Expell'd) was never valu'd by the Crowd: 
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e Crowd, thoſe Common Slaves to empty Fame, 
ut more than the Deſerts regard the Name, 
led with Family and, gawdy. Shows: WW 
en what ſhould We, what We the Wiſe cw | 
that are thought a different Kind from Thoſe ? \ 
at Elections grant the Crowd refuſe - 
noble Decius, and Levuinus chuſe; 5 

d grant the ſurly Cenſor. Appius ſcorn, 
nove me off, becauſe, but meanly born, 
elſe deſery*dly, *cauſe 1 would be Brave, 

d ſeck a finer Skin than Nature gave: 

t Glory's ſhiging Chariot ſwiftly draws... , 
th equal Whirl the Noble and the Baſe, 
What Profit was it, Tullius, to reſume | | 
j once loſt Honours, ſpread thy gawdy Plume, 
be a Tribune? Thence more hate began, 
dre Envy roſe than when a Private Man: 
when a, Fool ſhall, make a mighty ſtir, 
ger and huff in Golden Chain and Fur; 
Eyes ſtreight turn to the unuſual State, 

f ſtudiouſly enquire, W hat Fellow's that? 
at Family? As one that ſhows a Face 

d, Meager, Pale, and ſuch as Barrus Ons 

| would be Handſome thought. Where - e 

e goes 

Ladies cry, Look how the Fellow ſhows, . 
i examine his Leg, Calf, and Noſe. 


Thus 
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Thus when one thruſts himſelf upon the state, 
And cries, Come, I 'll ſuſtain the Nation Meiglt, 
The Empire and Religion be my Care, 
Fll manage all: This makes the People ſtare, 
This makes them ask What is he,whence camehe? 
What was his Mother? Of what Family? 
Or is He Baſe, his Sire of mean Degree? 
And what ſhall Baſe-born you, Sir, rule theLay, 
Lord it o'er Citizens, and hang and draw? 
My Collegue Novius, Sir, is mtan to me, 
He's what my Father was, a Slave made Free, 
What then, doth that enoble all tliy Blood, 
Make Thee Meſſala, Paulus; or as good? 
Yet did two hundred Drays, and all the Crowd 
Of two great Funerals meet, he bawls ſo loud, 
That He would drown the Horns and Trumpets 
This pleaſes, we ate taken with his Voice: 
3. But to my ſelf, the Son of a Freed Man, 
Whom envious Eyes and envious Tongues putl 
Becauſe, My Lord, 1 am beloy'd by you: 
But once becauſe 1 had a good Command, 1 
And as a Tribune led a Roman Band: 
The cauſe unlike, for thoſe that may pretend 
To envy me, for Honour's Chance can fend, 
Yet may not be diſpleas'd that you're my Friead: 
Since neither Fancy nor the pop'lar Voice, 
But prudent Care, and Worth doth guide yourchi 


or SATYRS wg 
Jad Sir, this Happineſs I dare not own | 
Vs Chance, for was 4 che that made me 
known : | 
Wor Virgil did commend me to your Grace, 
ind Varizs often told you what I wass: 
heu ſent for, Sir, in few and broken words, 
bo as Infant Modeſt y affords, 
did not tell you my Deſcent was great, 
did not ſay I had a vaſt Eſtate, | 
but what I was; and your Reply was ſhort, 
tis your Cuſtom; ſo I left the Court, : 

ad to my Fields retir'd ; at nine Months end 
ou ſent for me, and bad me be your Friend 55 
nd this Ithink is great, this makes me proud, 
That I pleas'd you, who know what's bad from 
good, a 
Jertue, not by Nobleneſs of Bloods 
If only little Stains do ſpot my Soul, 
As perfect Beauties often have a Mole) 
ho' P'm ſecure and free from all the foul; 
| none on me can truly fix Diſgrace, 
am neither Covetous, nor Baſe; 
f Innocent my Life, if (to commend 
ſelf) I live beloy'd by ev*ry Friend: 
a thank my Father for't, for he being Poor, 
lis Farm but ſmall, the uſual ways forbore; 
did not ſend me to Sir Fabius School 

oteach me Arts, and make me great by Rule: 
| M 2 Suck 


\ 
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Therefore as Others when the haughty ſcorn, 
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duch as our Great Mens Sons and Nobles ſeek, | ; 


With Book in Hand, and Satchel round their Neck 
And meanly pay their Maſter by the Weck 
But firſt he boldly brought me up to Town, 
To ſee thoſe ways, and make thoſe Arts my own, } 
Which every Knight and Noble taught his Son: S 
So well attended, and fo richly dreſs*d (gueſs | 
I walk'd thro* Rome; and thoſe that view'd me, 
Iwas a Manof Wealth, a Knight at leaſt, | 
Himſelf my carefull'ſt Guardian watch'd me ſtill) F 
In ſhort, he ſo ſuppreſs'd the growth of ill, | 
That (Virtue's hight) not only kept me pure 
From vitious Deeds, but ill Repute ſecure: 
Nor did he fear the Cenſuring World ſuould blam 
His high Deſigns, or I be damn'd with Shame, 
If after all his Cf 1 ſhould be made 

A Common Cryer, 'or a meaner Trade ; 

Or elſe, as he himſelf, have poorly liv'd 
A mean Exeiſe- Man, nor ſhould I have griev'd: 
I owe more Thanks, and more Reſpect for this 
Nor ſhall I e'er, whatever Fops adviſe, 
Repent of ſuch a Father if lm wiſe. 


was not our fault me were not nobly Born; 
do not ſay, nor mind thoſe meaner Cares; 
My Words and Thoughts are different far from thai 
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> back to Birth, and chufe a Noble Sire, 
ks great as Thought could frame, or Pride deſire; 
ontent with thoſe 1 have, let others chuſe, 
would the Noble and the Great refuſe: 2 
ld this is fooliſh, this a wild Deſign 
Wih' Crowds Opinion, Wiſe perhaps in thine, 
cauſe I love my Eaſe, with prudent Care, 
nd chun a weight I am not us'd to bear- 
or ſtreight my ſmall Eſtate I muſt enlarge, 
Rute more Men, and live at greater Charge, 
dmpanions get, left I, in Field or Town, 
he noble I, be ſeen to walk alone: 
ore Grooms and Hories keep, a Coach belide, 
d all the coftly Vanities of Pride: 
ov on my bob-tail'd Mule all gall'd and ſore, 
y Wallet galls behind, my Spurs before; 
ride when-e'er I will, I ride at eaſe 
$ far as ſoft Tarentum, if I pleaſe; 
dne, as of Tullius Baſeneſs, ſhall of mine complain, 
| whom, when Prator, as a noble Train, 
the Tiburtine way five Boys did wait, 
d bore a Stool and Flask of Wine in State. 
ve, Sir Noble, I can juſtly boaſt, | 
ter than you, and happier far than moſt: 
alk alone where- e er my Fancies lead, 
i buſie ask the Price of Herbs and Bread: 


| For ſhould kind Nature bid my Soul retire, ; 
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246 HORACE's Booxl, 
Thro' cheating Nome about the cloſe of Day 
I freely walk, 1 go to Church and pray, 
Then home, where I ſhall find a ſparing Treat, 


And three ſmall pretty Boys bring up the Meat; 
Juſt by a White-ſtone-Table ſtands, to bear | 


Two Tots, one Cup, and equal to my fare 
A Cruiſe and Platter, all poor Earthen Ware. 
And then I go to Bed, and take my Reſt, 
No guilty Conſcience frets, no Cares moleſt; 
No ſad Remembrance of my former Crimes; 
No Suits to bid me be at Court betimes, 
Where Marſya's.Statue ſtands, and fears to brook 
The Fury of the younger Novius look: 

« 1 fleep *rill Ten, then walk,'or read a while, 
« Or write for Pleaſure, *noint my ſelf with Oi, 
Not ſuch as Natta pours, the Rich, the Baſe, 
Who robs the dying Lamps to greale his Face, 
But when that heat invites to cooler Streams, 

1 bath, and fly the fury of the Beams; 

I cat not greedily, but juſt enough 

To ſtay my Stomach, and keep Hunger off; 
This is their Life who are unloos'd from Feats, 
Weighty Ambition, and its vexing Cares : 
This Comforts me, this more Contentment brings 
Than if my Birth were high, my Race were Kings 


SATIA 


WI 253 9 


* 


Book I. SATT R 8. 47 
1Silding Lau- Suit between Perſius, and 
Rupilius, Sarnam'd The King. 


O mungrel Perſius paid Rupilius off, 
H Surnam'd The King, that baniſh'd railing Huff, 
And gave him Quid for e, 1 think is known ; 
To all the Blind, and Barbers Shops in Town: | 
bis Perſius rich half Aſia did moleft | * 
With Law Suits, and the Ning amongſt the reſt: 
bold, Impudent He was, and till at Strife, 
aas malicious as the Ning for's Life. | = 
aughty, and ſuch a bitter Rogue to rail, 
That Piſo hardly could blow Wind in's Tail: 
Wu co return, when nought could calm their Rage, 
or ſo'tis till when' Two great Souls engage: ) 
bus in Achilles and in Hedtor's Strife, : 
heir Emulation was as long as Life; 
dccauſe they both were Brave, their Minds were 
great, 
oer Courage equal, and alike their Heat; 
hen two Cowards, or unequal Foes, 
ven loft Glaucus, Diomed did oppoſe, 
The weaker yields unable to defend, 
ad gives the other Bribes to be his Friend. | 
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When Brutus, . rul'd, this railing Pair, 
Not Byth and Bacchius were a Match ſo fair, 
Began their Suit; away to Court they-run 
Both hot, and gaz'd at both by ey'ry one! 
Perſius begins, and doth the Eauſe cxplain, 
(We laugh, and, as he ſpeaks, we laugh again) 
And praiſeth Brutus much, and all his Train: 
He calls him Aſia's Sun, a glorious thing, 
And all were Stars benign except the King; 
The Dog- Star He, that Star that poiſon yields, 
And ſheds malicious Influence o'er our Fields. 
Thus heedleſly he ſtill purſu'd his Theme, 
As fierce and muddy as a Winter's Stream, 

The King enrag'd at this, and fwoln with Hate, 
Empties his Stomach ſtraight in Billing ſgate; 
The fineſt Rhetorick the World hath known, 
The very inſide of a Bawling Clown. 

But Penſius netled with his fharp Replies, 
At laſt, Brutus, ſince Thin art wont, He cries, 
To Murther Kings; for Heat en's ſake why not This? 
For this would prove a good and great deſign, 
Brutus, this ought to be an Ad of thine. 
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SATYR vir. 


. Priapus tells how he came to be a Gd. 
. Diſcourſes how the Witches come at 
Night and trouble him. 3. Diſcovers 


their Ceremonies. . 


ONG time I lay a ſees Piece of Wood, 
Till Artiſts donbtful for what the Leg 
= 5 good, - 

A Stool, or God; reſolv'd to make a God: 
$01 was made, my Form the Leg receives, 
= mighty Terror I to Birds and Thieves: 

WP; Hook and my vaſt Pole the Thieves affright, 
Wd keep the Garden ſafe from Rogues by Night: 
ly ghaſtly Head is Crown'd with ſtaring Reed, 

To fright the Sparrows from the new-ſown Seed. 
This Plat where now I ſtand was heretofore 
Common Place of Burial for the Poor, 

ere ſby the Common Beadle of the Town 

e poorer Sort, and Spendthcifts Wan 
thrown, 

hey got this Plat when they had "FRO heir own. 
thouſand Foot in length, three hundred broad, 

5 the Inſcription ſhows, by Will beſtow'd 8 
r Publick Uſe, pad for the Common Good. 
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\ 


Her pois'nous Herbs, or gathers Bones and Skulls 


Bare · foot, her Coat tuck d ſhort, and looſe het Hat 


One Hecate invokes with dreadful Pray'r, 
Black Serpents hiſs and Hell-bounds barking thett 


This ghaſtly fight, behind the Tombs withdie 


. | * * 
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But now where only frightful Bones were ſeen, 
That Checker d with a ghaſtly White the Green, 
Mecænas built a Summer's ſoft Retreat: 

The Air is good, and 'tis a pretty Seat. 

And now I take but very little Care. 

For Thieves and Bitds that come and rifle here; 
The troubleſome Whitches vex me more than They 
Thoſe Witches I can never drive away: 

For when the Moon is up, each comes and pulls 


3. I oft have ſeen the Hag Canidia there, 


With elder Sagana, I ſaw them run, | 
(They both were ghaſtly, pale to look win 
Ikeard them how], and ſaw the fulious Witch, 
Whilſt with her Nails the ſcrap'd a little Ditch, 
Then tear black Lambs, and pour in all the Blood, 
And call the hungry Ghofts to take their Food, 
The Ghofts that were to tell her what ſhe wou'd, 
Of Weeli and Wax they made two Images, 
Which the bewitch'd and Witches Forms exprels, 
The Wool! the greater to torment the leſs: 
The Wax was to be whipt, and ſeem'd to boy, 
And there ſtood cringing as it fear'd the blow. 


And one Tiſephone, and ſtreight they hear 


The Moon skulk'd ſtreight, and as afraid to vie ihr: f 


No 


* „ a. 


ow if 1 lye let Birds diſdain my Reed, 

xd come and Perch, and dung upon my Head: 
t me be ſpit, let me be piſsd,. upon | 
jj all the Rogues and Raſcals of the Town: 
by mould 1 mention all I ſaw or heard? 

oy in their Ditch they hid a Tyger's Beard; 


| 


ndSerpent*'s Tooth: hew, with a ſqueaking Voice, 


The Witch and Ghoſt diſcours'd? how harſh the NoifeF 
oy, by flow Fires, the waxen Form did waſte; 
fad frighted I reveng'd my ſelf at laſt, 

or loud, as a blown Bladder when'tis broke, 
ſtoutly Farted from my Arſe of Oak; 

The frighted Witches tart and drop for fear 

nidia Tecth, and Sagana falſe Hair; 

way their Charms and pois' nous Herbs were 
thrown, ; 

ach takes her ambling Switch,and haſtes to Town, 

t would have made you ſplit to ſee them run. 


4 — 


S TREE 


The Deſcription of an Impertinent Top that 


plagu'd Horace in his W; alk, 


\ S 1 was walking thro? the Streets of Rowe, 
And muſing on I know not what nor whom. 
| Fop came up, by Name ſcarce known to, me, 
Heſeiz'd my Hand, and cry d, Dear Sir, how dye: 

— I 
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- Bat faith, Dear Sir, we muſt not part ſo ſoon; 
I love your company, ' Pl follow: fill, 


Sir, Vm at leaſure, I have Time to ſpend, 
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I thank you, pretty well as Times go now; Tü 
«All Happineſs : I wiſh the fame to you: Like 
But when he follow'd me, 1 turn'd and cry'd, The 
What farther Buſineſs, Sir? And he reply'd, Wn 
What don't you know me, Sir ? No faith: What, wi: 
Come, Horace, now you jeft, I'm ſure you do; Whit 
Why m a Scholar: Sir, Pm glad of that, Whit 
Twill make me prize you at a higher rate : Tis 
VUneaſie thus, and eager to be gone, Who 
Sometimes I walk'd but flow, now faſter on, W Herr 
My Foot-boy whiſper'd now, and now I ſtopt, And 
Now turr'd about, Rill Sweating *till 1 dropt: . 
Ten thouſand times I ſoft] y curſs'd my Fate, That 
And envy'd deaf Bolanus happy state: For t 
Whilſt he, Eternal Clack, of all we meet Oh! 
Said ſomething, praiſing Houſes, Town, and Street: Com 
But when he ſaw me fo uneaſie grown, For | 


And anſwer nothing; Sir, you would be gone, 


I muſt make one, Dear Sir, go where you will. 
*Tis too much trouble for you, 1 deſign 
Beyond the Bridge, to ſee a Friend of mine 
Unknown to you, your kind Attendance ſpare, 
Ir will be rude to trouble you fo far. 


And I can walk, Pm ſure, to ſerve a Friend: 


Fg: And thus when no Releaſe appears, 
Like an o'erladen Aſs 1 hung my Ears. 
Then he, Sir, if I don't miſtake my Parts, 
Not varius Wit, nor Viſcus great Deſerts 
(un claim your Friend ſhip half ſo much as mine; 
Which of the Wits can write ſo ſmooth a Line, 
ich more than I, or which with greater eaſe ? 
"Tis almoſt natural in me to pleaſe : © 
Who can his Limbs to ſofter motions bring ? - 
nermogenes might envy when J ſing : 
And then he ſtopt a while, and I put in. 
Have you a Mother, Sir, or any Kin 
That wou d be glad to ſee you? I have none, 
Fir thanks kind Stars they all are dead and Lone, 
Oh happy they, and I the laſt remain, 
Come, pray Sir, quickly rid me of my Pain; 
For now the fatal Hour, the time is come, 
IThe Midwife told me when the read my Doom. 
he turn d the Sieve, and ſaid, Nor Sword, nor Cough, 
NorPoiſon, Plague, nor Charms ſhall take him off : 
Nor the Catarrh, nor Flux, nor Pox deftroy, 
But an Eternal Tongue I kill the Boy, 
And therefore wou'd he have his Life be long, 
When grown a Man ayoid a talking Tongue, 
By this *twas nine a Clock or ſomewhat paſt, - 
nd we to Veſta's Temple came at laſt, 
nd there that Day he had a Cauſe ro hear, 
nd was to loſe his Suit or elſe appear. 
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Faith Sir 1 cannot ſtand, nor have I skill 
In any Point, and I'm oblig'd to go. 


Toa make Hay whilſt it ſhines, but take my word, 


. PU lay my Life on't you ſhall rout the reſt. 


T ſhall not reſt till I am near his Grace: 


come pray, Sir, as you love me, flop @ while. 


Well then, what muft 1 leave my Cauſe, or Tow? 
Me by all means: No, hang me if I do: 

And ſo march'd on; and I (with one too ſtrong 
What Man can ſtrive?) look'd blank, and ſneak'd 
How doth Mecznas (thence his Chat began) [along 
Affect you now ? To are the ſub*leſt Man: 


To have another always near my Lord, 

And next to you in Favour, would ſecure 

My Lord's good Will, and make your Fortune ſure: 
Fix me the Man, and let them do their beſt, 


Sir, you miſtake, that's not our Courſe of Life, 
We know no Jealouſies, no Brawls, no Strife; 
From all thoſe Ills our Patron's Houle is free, 
None cauſe more Learn'd or Wealthy troubles mh 
We have our Stations, all their own purſue: 

Tis ſtrange, ſcarce credible : And yet *tis true: 

This whets my Wiſh, I'm eager for a Place: 


He may be wrought on if you pleaſe to preſs: 
But, Sir, at firſt he is of hard Acceſs. 
Well, when Occaſion ſerves, PU play my part, | 


Pray ftand my Friend, I'm ſure of gocd ſucceſs, ; 


'i ſpare no Ceſt and Charge, try ev'ry An, 


; Han! 


j 


Hang on his Coach, wait on him, all I can, | 
Iribe, Flatter, Cringe, but I'm reſaiv/d to gain; 
nah Labour, Sir, can raiſe a Man, 

Ia thus he talk'd, a Friend of mine came by, 
Who knew the Fellow's humour more than I. 

We ſtop'd, and talk d a while, as How do'ſt de? 
Whence came you, Sir, I pray? And whither now ? 
Mean while I ſhrug'd, a thouſand ſigns I ſhow'd, 
| {queez'd his Hand, and did what e'er I cou'd, 
I nodded, cough'd, and wink'd to let him ſee 

I ſtood in need of's help to ſet me free; 

He cruel Wag, tho* knowing my Intent, 

Pretended Ignorance of all I meant: 

Irag'd;, at laſt, A little while ago 

Ii had ſome buſineſs, pray let's have it now, 

I mind it well, but, Sir, another Day, 

My buſineſs calls me now a different way; 

'Tis Holiday, I viſit yonder Shrine, | 

And muſt not mix Prophane with things Divine: 
1 don't mind Holidays; but Sir 1 do, 

A little render Conſcienc'd, Sir, I yow, 

One of the Crowd, I go to Church and Pray, 
Tour pardon, Sir, well talk another Day. 

Did ever ſuch unlucky Beams ariſe! 

Ever ſo black a Day! Unkind he flies, 
And leaves me gaſping for a little Life, 
Juſt at the mercy of the Butcher's Knife: 


* 


\ 
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When lo his Adverſary cry'd, 0h, 05. 
ir Raſcal, have I caught you, whit her now? 
Pray Sir bear witneſs, gladly I conſent, Yer 
He's forc'd to Court, and I as freely went: 


The People Crowd and Shout; but imidſt the tif 
I ſcap'd, and ſo Apollo ſav'd my Life. Th 


en Xx 


1. He maintains the Cenſure he had gina 
of Lucilius. 2. Diſcourſes of Poem. 
3. Satyr is his proper Talent. 4. HM, 
i content with the Praiſe of the bi 


Judges. 


i; E LL, Sir, I grant I ſaid Zxcilius Muſe ci 

| Is uncorre&, his way of Writing loole» Woo 
ce And who admires him ſo, what Friend of his 
« So blindly partial to deny me this? 


J; 
* And yet in the ſame Page I freely own, 12 
« His Wit as ſharp as ever laſt'd the Town; dul 


But this one ſort of Excellence allow'd, 
' Both not infer that all the reſt is good: 
“ For on the ſame Account I might admit 
ALulenius Farce for Poems and for Wit. 
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well then 'tis not enough ro lea the ciowd, a= 
nd make them laugh, to prove the Poem good; : 
Yet this 1 grant a ſort of Excellence: 

emuſt be ſhort, nor muſt he clog his Senſe £ k 
ith uſeleſs Words, or make his Periods long, * "06+ 2 
They muſt be ſmooth, and ſo glide oer the Tongue: 1 
d ſometimes he muſt uſe a graver Stile, 

ud then jocoſe, and he muſt laugh a while. 

ow like an Orator, a Poet now; 

heir different Virtues, and their Graces ſhow, 

ow like a Gentleman whoſe fine Diſcourſe < 
cindy eaſie is, and free from force, 

eiae Mirth, and where a waggiſh ſneer 

ol hit the great Ones more than a fevere. 

This was the drift of all our Ancient Plays, 

n this they may be follow'd, and with Praiſe. 
ut theſe Hermogenes (thoſe blund' ring Heads) 

carce knows; and t* other Ape-face never reads: 

oor thick-skull'd Sots that ſing a Catch or ITY 
tom (alvus, and that's all that they can do. 

y, but he's excellent; for many times 

le m xe Greek with Latine in his Rhimes. 

Pull Sots, to think that Poetry and Wit, 

hich e en the Rhodian poor Pitholeon writ. aA 
h but the Speech thus mix A is neat and fine, 

Ei ſweet like Latine mix d with Greekiſh Wine. 

but you, Sir, that can't think this Cenſure true, 

but doat on Zxcill, 1 appeal to you, 


+ 4 


— 


Only 


Wulle ſwelling Alpin in his lofty way. 
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2. in Verſe, or when you treat of Laws, 
Orfplead, ſuppoſe, Petillus deſp'rate Cauſe; 
- Whilſt Pede and Corwin eagerly accuſe, 

| ould you-this mix d, this Mungrel Language uſe 
As *twere forget your own, and Gre confound 
With Latine, like th* Apulians double ſound} 
When I, a Latin, once deſign'd to write _T 
Greek Verſes, Romulus appear'd at Night; 
was after Twelve, the time when Dieams are tu 
And ſaid; Why Horace, what de ſt mean to dr? 
Ns full as mad the Greeks vaſt heaps t'encrea{e, 
As tis to carry Water to the Seas. lore 


Murders poor Memnon in his Barbarous Play; 
Or awkardly deſcribes the head of Rhine; 
This pleaſant way of writing Satyr's mine. 
Tis not for Gloty, nor to pleaſe the Age, 
Nor get the Bays, nor often tread the Stage. 
True Comedy Fondanus only writes, 

Pollio the Acts of Kings, and Noble Fights; 
Strong Epic-Poems Varius belt can raiſe, ' = 
And Virgils happy Muſe in Eclogues plays, 
Natural, and ſoft, and juſtly wins the Bays, 


id 
In Satyrs I, which Varro try'd in vain, et d 
And others too, may have a happy ſtrain: en 


I would not ſtrive to blaſt his juſt Renown), 


Yer than Lucilius leſs I freely own, ö 
He wears and beſt deſcryes to wear the Crow. 


; bh 
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7, but 1 ſaid his Fancy muddy flow'd, 

id faulty Lines did oft exceed the good. 
gell, Sir, and is een Homer all correct? 

he, Sir Critick, free from all defect? 

oth not Lucilius, Accius Rhimes accuſe? 
nd blame our Ennius's correcter Muſe 2 

or too much lightneſs oft his Rhimes deride, 

A whea he talks of his own Verſe, for Pride? 
hen what's the Reaſon that his Friend repines, 
hat when I read Lucilius looſer Lines, | 

try if 'tis his Subject won't permit 

Whore even Verſe, or if *tis want of Wit? 

t now if any is content to chime, 

id juſt put naked Words in Feet and Khime, 

Ind write two hundred Lines in two hours time, 


s Caſſius did, that full o'er-flowing Tide 5 


Wir, and who was burnt, (or Fame hath ly*d) 

Vith Piles of his own Papers when he dy'd. 

Vell then ſuppoſe Lucilius was a Wit, 3 

Bis Virtue's more than Faults in what he writ. 

brreter than the Older Writers own, 

Ind that we Satyr owe to him alone, | 

«yr 4 Poem to the Greeks unknown. 

et did he now again new Life Commence, 

le would correct, he would retrench his Senſe, 

nd pare off all that was not Excellence ; 

ake pains, and often when he Verſes made, 

Vould bite his Nails to th* quick, and ſcratch his 
Head, | l When 


8 HORACE" Boz 


Amend, Correct again, again Reviſe: 


5 When you deſign a laſting Piece, be wiſe, 


Ne'e ſeek the Crowd's unthinking Praiſe, delight 
That few, and Judges, read the Verſe you win 
2⁵ t thy Ambition, mean unthinkivg Fool, 
To be a Claſſick thumb'd in ey? ry School? 
That's not my wiſh, for *tis enough for me, 
s hiſt Arbuſcula was wont to ſay, - 
Mell, well, hiſs on, for ſince I pleaſe the beſt, 
And thoſe approve me well, I ſcorn the reſt. - 
Why mould I vex to hear Pontitius blame 
My Poems, or Demetrius carp my Fame? 
Or hungry Fannius, at Tigellius Treat, 
Diſgrace my Vetſe to get a little Meat? 
Let Platius, Varius, and Mecenas Love, F 
Let Ceſar, Virgil, Valgius all approve 
What 1 compoſe ; to theſe wou'd I cou'd joyn 
The Viſci, and Meſſula's Learned Line, 
And Pollio, and ſome other Friends of mine, 
Whom I for Modeſty forbeat to name, 
My good Acquaintance all, and Men of Fame, 
Commend my Lines, and I ſhould grieve to kad 
They do not pleaſe them, as I hope they do. 
I ſcorn Tigellius, and Demetrius noiſe, 

Dull Block-heads, let them Pipe among theirBojy 
And mind their Schools: Go Roger quickly ru, 
put this into my Book, and 1 have done. 

* End wha the firſt Book of Satyrs. 
SATIIY 


( 
( 


BOOK I. 


He adviſeth with his Friend what he 

ſhall Write. 2. He concludes that his 

Humonr is for Satyr. 3. Will hart 

nove unprovok'd. 4, No good Men 

bave reaſon to 5 angry at n, 

2 
** Fancy I am bitter when 1 jeer, - 
Beyond the Rules of Satyr too ſevere; 

re, that my Verſe is dull and flat, and ſay, 

5 | Man may write a Thouſand ſuch a day. 

g ſhat ſhall I do, Trebatius? Why, give o er, 

Fi by ſcribling humour check, and write no more. 

e counſel's good, and oh that I could chuſe, 

Wo | can't fleep for my unculy Mule : | 
Why 
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"262*"HOR ACE's Boo! 
Why then (for that will lay a rambling Head) | 
Go always tir'd, or elſe go drunk to Bed. 
Or if you needs muſs write, go raiſe thy Fame 
By Cæſar's Wars, for that's 4 noble Theme, 
And that will get thee Wealth and an Efteem. 
I have the Will, but when 1 ftrive to fly, 
My Wing's too weak, nor can riſe ſo high, 
For tis not ev'ry one can paint a War, 
How Iron Armies dreadful gay appear; 
The Gall: falling by a braver force, 
Or wounded Parthians tumbling from their Horl 
Tet thou, for ſuch the wiſe Lucilius fhow'd 
Great Scipio, may / deſcribe him juſt and good. 
Well, when Occaſion ſerves, my Muſe deſigns 
To try that way; but my unpoliſn'd Lines, 
Unleſs by chance a happy Time appears, 
Will never paſs the judging. Ceſar's Ears, 
Whom if you try to ſtroke, he's free from Pri 
And kicks you off, ſecure on ey'ry fide: 
And this is better than with railing Rhimes, 
To laſh the Fawlts and Follies of the Times, 
Since all think they are hit, and all reſent, 
And hate thee, tho perhaps they are not meant. 
2. What ſhall I do? 
As moſt Men have their Humours, 1 105 mine, 
Milonius Dances when he's full of Wine: 
Pollux on Foot, on Horſe-back Caftor fights; 
As many Men, ſo many their Delights: 
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love to Rhime, to Satyr lies my Wit, Lol 
d chuſe the way that wiſe Lucilius writ: 

te did to's Book, as to a Truſty Friend, 

i ſecret Virtues, and his Faults Commend. 
id when 2 good or faulty deed was done, 
te crafted them with that, and them alone. 
ind hence his Books do all his Life explain, 
v if ve ſaw him live it o'er again. 

his Man I imitate; but what 1 am 

ith | can't tell, nor know from whence I cane; 
ot whether I my Birth t* Appulia owe, 

t to Lucania, faith tis hard to know, 

lince we Venuſians live between theſe two; 

led here, as Tales of Ancient Fame relate, 

When the Sabelli bow'd to ſtronger Fate, 

Dn this fide to ſecure the Roman State; 

herce Appulian or Lucanian Arms, 

hond take them unprovided for Alarms. 

q But yet this Pen of mine ſhall never wound 

{ unprovok'd, yet ſtill I'll keep my ground, 
Ready for all Aſſaults, make this my Guard, 

nd ſtand en my defence, be ſtill prepar'd, 

s with a Sword, yet ſheath'd, and never draw 
Valeſs, aſſaulted, to keep Rogues in Awe. (Peace; 
Grant, bounteous Heav'n, oh grant me welcome 
Oh grant this Sword of mine might ruſt in Eaſe! 
Let none hurt peaceful me with envious Tongue, 
for if he does, he ſhall repent the wrong: 

| The 
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And Prztor Turius ſhews he bears a grudge, 


And pow'rful Nature thus inſtructs us all. 
The Wolves with Teeth; with Horns the Bullsbegi 


No wonder this, tis not his proper Art. 


A Wolf ne'er kicks, with Teeth a Bull ne et k 


Live here at Rome, or baniſh'd take my flight, 


And ſtrip'd our Foplings of their Lyons Skin, 


* * 9 * 
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The warning's * his vices mall be ſhown, 
And Life expos d to all the Cens ting Town; 
Affronted cervius threatens Suits of Lay, 

Canidia Charms to keep her Foes in Awe, | 


If thou ſhalt plead a Cauſe when he is Judge, 
Each fights. with that with which he can preyal, 


And whence, but from a ſecret Guide within? 
Let Sceva bave (for this he counts a wrong) 
A Mother, that he thinks will live too long; 
His pious Hand ſhall never wound her Heart, 


But the ſhall take a Doſe of poiſon'd Pills, 
In ſhort then, whether I live long or no, 
Or Rich, or Poor, howe'er my Fortunes go, 


Whatever is my ſtate of Life, I'll write. 
Hell, Sir, I ſee your Life then can't be long, An 


Some great ones, faith, will flop your railing Tong. WMS): 


2 How, Sir, Lucilius that did firſt ingage An 
In writing Satyrs, and that laſh'd the Age, 


He 
In which they look'd ſo gay, all foul within. 
Did Lalius, or did Scipio hate his Muſe? 
Or ſtorm, when he Metellus did abuſe? 
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The Great ones, and the Crowd did diſcommend, 

And valued Virtue only, and her Friend? 

No, uo, they treated him, and thought him good, 
And when remov'd from Buſineſs and the Crowd, 
Wou'd keep him Company, wou'd laugh and jeſt, 
nd ſport until their little Meat was dreſt. 

Whate'er I am, altho* I muſt ſubmit 

To wiſe Lucilius, in Eftate and Wit, 

Yet I with Great-ones live, this all confeſs, / 

And Envy, tho? unwilling, grants no leſs, 

And tho” the thinks me ſoft, will find me tough, 

And break her Teeth, for I have ſtrength enough; 
hope, Trebatius, this you grant is true; | 
ley, Sir, but tis my piou: Care for you, 

th Love that makes me give you this Advice, 

Take beed of Scandal, Horace, and be wiſe. 

Well, Sir, if any wrongfully derides, 

Then let him ſuffer as the Law provides; 

If juſtly, mighty Ceſar is his Friend, 

Re loves ſuch Poems, and will ſuch defend; 

And thus if you a Man of ſpotleſs Fame, | 
Shall laſh another, that deſerves the ſhame; | ; 7 
And he grows mad, Indicts or Sues thee for't, 
The fooliſh Action ſhall be turn'd to ſport; 
Helaugh'd and jeer'd at, you diſcharg'd the Court. 
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SATYR I 


Þ The profit uf a "rare Diez. 2. Thi 


Difference between that and a ſurdi 
Table, 3. The advantages of it, it 
reſpect of Mind and Body, 4, Again 
Luxury. 5. Thrift, the beſt teur 
. . 


1. 110 great a Virtue *tis, how a great goo 
a To live content, and with a little Food 
| (Theſe are not mine, but wiſe Ofellus Rules, 
An honeſt Man, but yet unlearn'd in Schools) 
Learn not when full, or when a ſumptuous Feaſ 
With ſhow and fight diſturbs the eager Gueſt: 
Or elſe oppreſs and leave the cafie Mind, 
Averſe to good, and to ill Rules inclin'd, 

But ſeek with me, before that thou haft din'd. 

And why this Caution? If I can P'l1 tell, 

Brib'd Judges ne'er examine Cauſes well: 

So take ſome Exerciſe, purſue the Chace, 

Or Hunt, ride the great Horſe, or run a Race, 

Handle the Roman Arms, thoſe heavier fat 
Than Gracias Toys, or elle go throw the Bat; 
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0c play at Ball, be eager at the ſport, 

and make thy Game ſeem pleaſant, and but FREY 
Now when this Exerciſe hath made, thee ſweat, * 
And rgis'd thy Stomach, and thou fain wou'dft eat, 
Then ſcorn to taſte unleſs tis dainty Meat: | 
When thirſty, ſcorn to drink, refuſe to Dine, 
Unleſs thou haſt the beſt and racy Wine. 
Belides the Butler's gone abroad to play, 

No coſtly Fiſhes can be caught to day; 

The Winds defend them, and the Seas are rough, 
Then Bread and Salt will pleaſe thee well enough. 
Hm ſo? And prithee how can this be done? 

Why, Sir, the pleaſure that's in eating known, 

Is not i'th* Meat, but in thy ſelf alone. 

Make Exerciſe thy Sawce, let that excite, q 


for fleamy and a ſqueaſy Appetite | 
Nor Trout, nor Tench, nor Oyſters can delight. 
let I thall ſcarce perſwade our curious Men, 
Let me adviſe, and talk, and talk agen, : 
Not to eat Peacock, rather than a Hen. 
for they are prejudic'd, becauſe the price 
13 great, and his gay Feathers pleaſe the Eyes: 
As if thoſe made it better; doſt thou Feaſt 
On thoſe prais'd Plumes? And do thoſe fill thy 
_— Gueſt, 
Or doth it lock as gawdy when *tis dreſt? | 
Then ſince Hens flea is quite as good, tis plain 
The Peacock is preferr'd for's gawdy Train. 
N 2 But 
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But graut ſome difference here, yet how doſt knoy 
If this ſame Pike be River Fiſh or no? 
Caught here in Tyber, or in open Seas, 
For thou doſt make a difference too in theſe; 
Mad Fool, thou praiſeſt Mullets vaſtly great, 
Which thou muſt ma ſh, e*er thou can't dreſs or eat: 
The Greatneſs pleaſes then, yet all diſlike 
Some bigger Fiſh, and ſcorn the Jarger Pike: 
Pray what's the Cauſe of this? Oh! let me ſee, 
Perhaps becauſe, as Nature's Laws Decree, 
One uſually is ſmall, the other great; 
Men ſeldom hungry ſcorn the common Meat, 
But, ſays the Glutton, I love larger Fiſh, 
It looks ſo noble in a Lordly Diſh. 
But you moiſt Winds now hear, be kind and good 
Corrupt their Meat, and taint their coſtly Food: 
Tho? tis but newly taken taint their Bore, 
And let their Rhombus ſtink e' er brought to Shore! 
When Plenty too profuſe in vain invites, 
And ſtrives to raiſe the ſqueamy Appetites; 
When the full Glutton ſtrives in vain to eat, 
And takes ſharp Herbs before his dainty Meat, 
We do not always feed on Sole and Bore, 
But uſe cheap Eggs, and Olives mid'ſt our ſtore, 
So greateſt Feaſts have ſomething that is poor. 
Firſt Gatlio's Kitchin infamous did grow - 
For dreſſing Sturgeon, *rwas not long ago, 
5 What had the Sea then fewer Soles than now? 
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No, but the Soles did then ſecurely reſt, * 
Then nothing did but Winds and Waves ated Ss 
And the poor Stork liv'd ſafely in his Neſt : 

Vatil a Prator taught us how to uſe | * 
Theſe things, and made us fooliſhly profuſe: 

knd ſo if one would bring new forts of Food, 

And ſtout ly ſay, a roaſted Moor-hen*s good: | 
Our Fops would imitate, and praiſe his Skill, 

Our Fops that are ſo eaſie bent to III. 

2. A ſordid Table, and a thrifty one, 

0*1ss thinks diſtin, in vain they ſhun 

One Vice, that to the other madly run. 

0id Aviden, Surnam*d The Deg, eats Sloes, 

And Olives five Years old, as bad as thoſe, 

Theſe are his Meat, and all the Wine he drinks 

Is eager ſtill; his Oyl corrupt, and flinks: 

And that (when very fine, when neatly dreſt, 

And at a Birth-day, or a Marriage Feaſt, 

When he would be profuſe, and Prodigal) 

He pours himſelf upon his little Cale. 

Well thin; what would you have 4 Wiſe Man do ? 
"lat Table keep? you have propis'd me two; 7 
And which, Sir, muſt 1 imitate of theſe ? 

The choice is hard, and it is hard to pleaſe. 

vir, he lives well that keeps the middle State, 

And neither leans too much to this, nor that: 
[Such when he bids his Slaves do this and this, 5 


& 


And tasks them too, as ev'ry Maſter. his, 
Will not be cruel as old Albutius is: 
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ow 4 HORACE Boon IL 
Nor yet like Nevius when he makes a Feaſt, 


With coſtly Oyntment will he waſh his Gueſt, 


For that too is a fault, a Vice at leaſt. 
3. Now learn what good attends a ſparing Meal, 


What Pleaſure, and what Profit: Firſ:, thou'rt well, 


Thy Health improv'd, thy Body free from pain; 
But now that Meat confus'd doth. hurt a Man, 


Thou haſt expericnce, and ſufficient proof; 
One ſingle Diſh did feed thee well enough, 
Thy Stomach took it, but when boyl'd with fiew's, 
Fleſh mix'd with Fiſh, the indigeſted load 

Is turnꝰd to Gall or Flegm, and ſpoils the Blood: 
Obſerve how fick! y and how pale the Gueſts, 


Ho diſcompos'd they riſe from ſumptuous Feal! 


Beſides, the Body, by the wild Exceſs 
Enfeebled, doth the nobler Mind oppreſs, 

It clogs it, and it makes its motions dull, 
And fixes here the breath of Heav'n, the Soul: 


The others go to Bed, juſt cloſe their Eyes, 


such little lumber Nature's wants ſupplies, 
Then vig'rous to their proper buſineſs riſe, 

Yet thoſe can have their ſpating Meals increas'd 
On Holidays, or when they treat a Gueſt, 

Or would indulge, and when they pleaſe to Feaſ. 
Beſides, old Age will come, and that muſt ' crave, 
A ſofter treatment far than Youth ſhou'd have: 
But thou, when Sickneſs comes, or feeble Age, 


IN vain doſt hope, Js Tomh, to Gomes their Rage, 
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iy ſofter Uſage, ſince thou doſt enjoy 

The ſofteſt, while a young and vig'rous Boy : 

The Ancients did commend their ſtinking Bores, 

jet not but that their Smell was good as Ours, 

But cauſe they thought it better far to ſtay, 

(That was the thriftier, and the nobler way) 

And keep it till their tardy Gueſt was come, 

Than eat it ſweet, and by themſelves at home: 

Theſe, theſe were Heroes, theſe were gen'rous Men, 

And oh that Nature had produc'd me then. | 

4 Doſt thou regard thy Fame, which charms our 

With ſofter Muſick than the ſweeteſt Airs? (Ears, | 

Take heed, Luxurious Living ruins that, | 

And waſtes thy Name as much as thy Eftate : 

t makes thy Neighbours angry, Friends diſtruſt, 

And thee thy ſelf unto thy ſelf unjuſt, 

When thou ſhalt wiſh for Death, of all bereft ; 

And not enough to buy a Halter's left: 

'Tis true, to ſome this is a juſt Reproof, 

Tit may be ſaid to Tarſus wel! enaugh; 

But not to me; I am ſecure from Fate, 

Fer my Revenue's large, my Wealth is great, 

Enough to keep three Kings, 4 vaſt Eftate, 

Then is there no way elſe to ſpend thy Store > 

= by fince thou'rt Rich, is any good Man poor? 

WW by are not ruin'd Fanes rebuilt ? And why 

Doth not thy Wealth thy Neighbours wants ſupply ? 
| Ty F, 1 
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And hath thy Country this Cuperinoug Coin? 
What meaſure hath it from this Heap of thine? 
Kind Fortune ſtill, forſooth, ſhall ſmile on thee, 
O future Sport unto thine Enemy ! | 
And which is better able to endure 

_ Vacertain Chance? And which lives moſt ſecure? 
He that doth never Fortune's Smiles diſtruſt, 
But pampers up himſelf, and feeds his Luſt? 
Or he that lives on little now, and ſpares; 
And wiſely when *tis Peace, provides for Wars} 
But by one Inſtance to confirm this Truth, 

1 knew Ofellus when I was a Youth; 

Then he was rich, yet *midfl his greateſt Stote 
He liv'd as now, ſince Rapine made him poor: 
Now you may ſee him with his Wife and Son 
Till that Eſtate for Hire which was his own: 
He ploughs, he ſweats, and ſtoutly digs for Bread, 
Contented till, and as he wrought, he- ſaid, 
On working Days I never us d to eat 

But Cale and Bacon, that was all my Meat: 
But when an old and honeſt Friend of mine, 
Or elle my welcome Neighbours came to dine; 
When it was rainy, or my Work was done, 
We feaſted not on coſtly Fiſh from Town; 
But took what I could cafily provide 

From my own Field, a Fuller, or a Kid: 

And then for ſecond Courſe ſome Grapes were prel, 


Or Nuts, and Figs, and that was all my Feaſt: 
| | 5 Aud 
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nd after this we drank a Health or /:  - 
far as harmleſs ſober Mirth would go 3! 
nd then thank*d Ceres for our preſent Cheer, 1 7 
id beg'd a plenteous Crop the following Year: | \- 
ad now let Fortune frown, I ſcorn her Force, 
oy can ſhe make our way of livingiworſe? 
Ire we not had enough ſince we grew poor, 
Ire we liv'd worſe, my Sons, than heretofore, 
efore 4 Stranger came and ſeiz d my Store? 
or Nature dot h not me or him create, 
he proper Lord of ſuch and ſuch Eftate 7 
e forc'd us out, and doth poſſeſs my Plain; 
other Cheat ſhall force him out again, 
dr Quicks in Law; or when thoſe Fears are paſt, 
is long-liv'd Heir ſhall force him out at laſts _ 
hat which was once Ofellus Farm is gone, 
ow call'd Vmbrena's, but tis no Man's own: 
one hath the Property, it comes and goes, 
merry Chance, or ſtubborn Fates diſpoſe, 

ks God thinks fit, and his firm Nods decree, _ 
os to be us'd by Others, now by me- 
en live reſolv'd, my Sons, refuſe to yield, 
ul when Fates preſs make Conſtancy your Shield. 
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5 $A" P"Y R I 
x. The Stoicks chide him for his Lazin| 
2. According to the Stoicks Opinion d 
are mad, 3. The Covetous are mul 
4. The Ambitious. 5, The Spend-thrif 
6. Lovers. 7. The Saperſtitions. 8. Cul 
cerning his own Humour. 


1 Oo write ſo ſeldom, ſcarce four hs 
1 A lazy Writer, but a Judge ſevere! 
Still mending, and reviſing ev'ry Line, 
Still vext that after all thy Sleep and Wine, 
Yet nothing comes that doth apppear to be 
Worth publick View: What will become of thee} 
You here at Winter's firſt Approach did come, 
And left the Mirth, and drunken Feaſts of Rene: 
Then ſober now write ſomething as you you'd, 
Write ſomething thatl may make thy Promiſe goob 
Begin, nought comes, thou doſt in vain accuſe 
Thy Paper, Pen, and Ink, and angry Muſe; 
And yer-you ſeem'd to promiſe ſomething great 
If cer you came to your warm Country Seat. 
Why comes Menander, Plato, Sophecles? 
And why ſuch learned Company as theſe? 
If thou deſign'ſt to ſpend thy time in Eaſe? 
What, wilt thou write no more, to live exempt 


From Envy? Blockhead, thou ſhalt me et Contempt i 
3 | | ; 
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The Siren Slot h thou muſt reſolve to ſuun, 
or loſe that Fame thy better Life has won. 


And let the Gods beſtow (tis a ſmall Price) 

A Barber on thee for thy good Advice: 

In how came yo to know my. Mind ſo well? 

Why once I traded till my Stock was gone, 

And now I mind, as here 1 live in Town, 

others Concerns, ſince 1 have loſt my own. 

For heretofore I drove a mighty Trade | 

In ancient Pieces, knew what Piece was. made 

By ſuch an Artiſt, and cou'd tell what part 

Was rudely drawn, and what agreed with Art. 
Then ſold them dear, I had the only Skill 

$ To purchaſe Lands, and with Advantage ftill. 

And hence among the Crowd my Name was known, 
The Mercury, the Trader of the Town, Hh 
All this I know, and wonder now to view 

The Change ; Why, Sir, a Fancy ſtrangely new 

Hath cur'd the old: Thus from another Part, 

As Head or Side, Pain falls into the Heart. 

2. Thus this Lethargick ſometimes leaves his Bed, | 
In frantick Fit, and breaks the Doctor's Head. 
Well, Sir, ſuppoſe you ben't as mad as he, 

4:4 bear me too, be what you pleaſe to be. 

Cool Sir, do not deceive your ſelf, fot you; 

Wy Aud all, if what Stertinius ſays be true, 


Thanks, Damaſippus, thou art grave, and wiſe, : : 
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256 HORACE' Boo I 
Are mad: He taught me this when firſt he cheery 
My drooping Mind; and bad me wear this Beard, 
For when by Trading I was quite undone, 
Thither I went, poor Fool, reſolv'd to drown: 
But he ſtood by, and in a lucky tiine 
He cry'd, Take heed young Man, forbear the Crime 
Tis fooliſh Modeſty that makes Thee dead, 
> Amongſt Mad-men to be accounted Mad: 
For firſt inquire what Madneſs is, and ſee 
If ev'ry Man be not as mad as thee, 
Tho? they pretend to be ſo grave and wiſe, 
Then go and hang thy ſelf, that's my Advice, 
He who's to Folly, or to Vice inclin'd, 
Or whom dark Ignorance of Truth doth blind, 
The Stoicks call him mad; thus ev'ry one, 
Whether he holds the Plough, or fills the Throne, 
Is counted mad, but their Miſe- man alone. 
Some call thee mad, but thoſe that call thee ſo, 
Obſerve, P11 prove them quite as mad as you: 
As Men that loſe their Ways in Woods, divide; 
Some go on this, and ſome on t'other ſide, 
The Error is the ſame, all miſs the Road, 
Altho' in different Quarters of the Wood. 
Thus, as they call thee, think that thou art mad; 
But thoſe that call thee ſo are quite as bad. 
For firſt, one ſort of Madneſs is, to fear 
When nothing frights, and when no Danger's neat 
| 9 ir 
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f ook II. SATTRS. 279 
ks if when on an even Field he goes, 
pe ou d complain that Flames and Rocks oppoſe. 
Others, altho' through different ways they run, 
Ate quite as Mad, for they ruſh boldly on, 
Thro' Flames, and boifterous Seas to be undone: 
And tho? his Miſtreſs, Siſter, Father, Wife 
| Should cry, Ah Dear, be cautious of thy Life; 
Links there's a+ Ditch, take heed: He hears no more 
Than drunken Furius did, when heretofore 
He ated Hecuba, a lazy Drone, 
He fell aſleep, and ſlept ſecurely on, 
Not cou'd be wak'd, tho? Catien's Voice didæage, 
And Mather, hear, I call thee, erack'd the Stage: 
Now grant this Madneſs, I deſign to ſhow, 
If this Man's mad, then all the World is ſo, 
Firlt Damaſippus's mad, becauſe he buys 
Old Statues, true, for what's more plain than this? 
ls he that truſts him ſober? Grant he is: 
Suppoſe here take this Sum of Gold, I ſaid, 
I never do expect to be repaid, 
Are you mad if you take it? No, but more 
If you neglect this eaſie offer'd' Store. 
For twenty Bonds on cheating Nereus draw, 
is not enough, add all the chains of Law 
Cicyta can invent to hold him faſt, 
This Proteus will avoid theſe Bands at laſt; 
WY This Proteus Deltar, for when &er you bring 
bor ARtion, he's a Stone, or any thing, 
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278 HORACE-s Booxh 


A Borte, a Bird, a Tree whene'er he will, 

And thus deride your Loſs, and cheat your Skill. 
Now if he's mad that waſtes, and ſober he 
That gets, Petillzs is more mad than thee, 
Who cruſts thee ſo, and lets his Stock decay, 
By lending more than you deſign to pay. (oel 
Sit ſtill and hear, thoſe whom proud Thoughts 60 
Thoſe that look pale by loving Coin too well; 
Whom Luxury Corrupts, or fancy'd Fears 
Oppreſs, and empty ſuperſtitious Cares; 

Or any other Vice diſturbs, draw near, 

Pl prove that all are mad, fit ſtil}, and hear, 

3. Firſt give the Covetous the largeſt Doſe 

Of Hellebore, or rather let's ſuppoſe 
That whole Anticyra is deſign'd for thoſe. 
Saberins Heirs did write upon his Grave, 
How much he left, what Legacies he gave, 
Or were to give, as he by Will allow'd, 
Two hundred Fencz:s to delight the Crowd, 
And coſtly Treats as great as Arrus wou'd, 
And Corn as much as Afric yields a Year: 
Now whether this be well, or ill, forbear 

To cenſure me, and be not too ſevere: 

For Saberus, I thick, was wiſe enough 

To know that he deſery'd and fear'd Reproof: 
What did be mean when he bis Heir injein'd, 
To write on's Tomb hem much be let behind? 
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why whilſt he liv'd he thought the being Poor 
Was heinous, and avoided nothing more; 

4nd ould be guilty of a damn'd Exceſs, 

ir he had left behind one Farthing leſs, 

For Honour, Virtue, Fame, and all Divine 

And human Things, muſt follow charming Coin; 
And he thar gets but that, is any thing, | 
Whateer he pleaſe, Juſt, Valiant, Wiſe, a King. 

And this he thought, as virtuous Acts, wou'd raiſe 
His Fame, and get him an Immortal Praiſe, _ 

This was his Thought of Wealth; how far from this 
Did Ariftippus r hint and do with bis ? | 
Who bad his Slaves, as he ver Lybia paſt, 

Leave all bis Wealth, becauſe it ſtopt his haſte. 

Which was moſt mad? Sir, that Example's vain, 

That ſolves old Doubts by railing more again. 

He that buys Harps, and throws his Wealth away 
On Pipes, yet never does deſign to play: 

le that buys Awls, and Laſts, yet doth not know, 
And ne' er deſigns to try to make a Shoe, 

or Ships, and Oars, yet is averſe to Trade, 

All, and there's Reaſon for't, wou'd count him Mad. 
= Ad what's he better, that ſtill ſtrives for more, 

; Kill heaps up Wealth, yet cannot uſe the Store, 

ut fears to touch, as if *twere Sacred Ore, 

He that all Night lies tretch*d on heaps of Wheat, 
And watches what he does not dare to Eat, 

| With Bill in Hand; yet after all this pain, 
Tko' *tis his own, he cannot touch a Grain. 


. "A N 
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But ſtill on Haus, and bitter Herbs doth Dine; 
And tho? his Cellar's ſtor d with racy Wine, 
Drinks Vinegar; and tho' extreamly old, j4 
Yet lyes on Straw, or Flocks, and lyes a-cold; 
Whilſt his embroider'd Silks, and coltly Cloaths, 
Lye rotting in his Cheſts, and feed the Moths, 
Yet few do think theſe Mad, for moſt like theſe, 
Are ſick and troubled with the ſame Diſeaſe: 
What doſt thou keep it for thy ſquandring Boy, - 
Or for thy Slave, old Chuff, and nc'er enjoy? 
He'll drink it out, and prove a mad Gallant? 
Or doſt thou keep t leſt thou thy ſelf ſhould' ſt want) 
- Oh Fool! how little would thy Mony waſte, 
If thou on better Cale and Oil did Feaſt? 
Wore better Cloaths, and went more neatly dreſt? 
If thou canſt live upon this little Store, 
Why doſt thou ſwear, and lie, and cheat for more} 
And are you Sober? If you walk'd the Street, 
Throw Stones, and fight, and juſtle all you meet, 
Or ſtab your Slaves, you wou'd be quickly knoyn, 
calbd mad by ev*ry Boy and Girl i'th* Town. 
Now thou doſt hang thy Wife, and now doſt kill 
With Drugs thy Mother; art thou Sober fill? 
For why? Thou doſt not do this impious Deed, 
At Argos Town, nor doſt thou make her blecd, 
With a ſharp Sword, as mad Oreſtes did. 
And doft thou think Oreſtes, heretofore, 


After he ſtain'd his Sword in's Mother's Gore, 
Grew mad alone, and was not mad before? 
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+ after that, when you ſuppoſe him Mad, 

That did he do? And were his Actions bad? 

Chat did he do, that yon dare diſcommend? 
encither tabb'd his Siſter, nor his Friend, 

ut only as his Frenzy forc'd, did call 

ne Rogue, the other Witch; and that was all. [SP 
0pimius, that old Chuff, and richly poor, = 
ſho wanted e' en the Wealth he had in ſtore; _ 
hat on Feaſt-days did meaneſt Wine provide 
n Earthen Jugs, and Lees on all beſide; 

ay in a Lethargy, all hope was gone, 

nd now. his joyful Heir ran up and down, 

Ind ſeiz d the Keys and Cheſts as all his own! 
his the kind Doctor ſaw, and this deſign 2 


e ud for Cure, he brought a Table in, 

nd order'd ſome to tumble o'er his Coin: | 
his rous*'d him, then he cries, Sir you're. undone, a 
Vake Sir, and Watch, or elſe your Mony's gone: 

Four Heirs will ſeize it: What, While I'm alive? 

hen wake and ſhow it, Sir, come, come revive, 

hat muſt I do? Eat, Sir: What, are you loath } 

tay take this little Diſh of Barley Broth. 

* 4th it coſt? Not much upon my Word, 

f low much pray? Why, Two Groats: Two Groats! 
"1: ſame thing to me to be undone . (0 9 Lord + 

* _ or Phyſick z Doctor, Pil have none. 


* 
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Vho*s Sober? He that's not fooliſh, that's my Rule, 
What is the Ccuetoys ? Both Mad and Fool. 
Suppoſe I am net cover,“ an I 
Streight Sober? No; Why Sir? III tell thee why: 
Suppoſe the Doctor ſays, this Patient's Thighs 
Are free from pain, what may he therefore tile} 
No, tho' his Thighs are free, yet violent Pains 
May vex his Side, his Kidneys, or his Brains, 
So this Man neither Covets, nor Forſwears, 
He is not Perjur'd, let him thank his Stars; 
But he is Laviſh, he is Bold and Proud, 
Then to Anticyrs let him croſs the Flood: 
For tis as great a Fault to be profuſe, 
As tis to get, and keep, and never uſe. 
Opidius did, as Story goes, divide 
His Farms between his Sons before he dy'd; 
And ſaid, and as he ſaid he gravely ſmil'd, 
My Aulus 1 obſery'd thee from a Child; 
And when I ſaw thee careleſs of thy Toys, 
And free to give thy Nuts to other Boys: 
And you Tiberius tell them o'er and o'er, 
And hoard them up, and ſtill encreaſe thy Store: 
1 fear'd both mad, wou'd different Vices chuſe, 
And one be Covetous, and one Profuſe. 
Therefore I charge you both by all that's deat, 
As you my Bleſſing love, and Curſes fear, 
That neither you encreaſe your ſmall Eſtate, 


"Nee you conſume, but live content on that; 
fo 


that will all your proper Wants ſupply, 
1d Nature thinks enough as well as I. 
4 left you be Ambitious, hear my Oath, . 
ſerve, 1 leave this Curſe upon you both: 
that of you ſhall be £21l:s firſt, 
elle a Pretor, let bim be accurſt; (Groat 
hat would'ſt thou waſte thy Wealth? ſpend ev'ry 
Bribe the heedleſs Crowd, and get their Vote? 
ba when thy Father's Lands, his ancient Rent, 
dall the Mony he bath left, is ſpear, 
jor naked Mad-man, thou may'ft only gain 
Brazen Statue, or a gawdy Train: 
r be as fam'd (thus once the fooliſh Aſs 

Jould be a Lyon) as great Agrippa was? | 

Great Agamemnon, why did you forbid 

Tomb for Ajax ? Why? Becauſe 1 did: 

am 4 King, what I Command is right, 8 

nd juſt, Well, I a private Man, ſubmit : 
ſet if I ſeem unjult, and too ſevere, 
any ſpeak, and I will fairly hear. 
cat King, may'ſt thou a happy Reign enjoy, 
nd haye a ſafe Return from Conquer'd Troy. 
Wd may 1 freely ask, and anſwer thee? 
= ht, ſpeak what thou wilt, thou may ſt be free. 
Then why doth Ajax, he the Stout, the Brave, 
ad who ſo oft the Grecian Ships did ſave, 
chillen Second, rot without a Grave? 
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284 HORACE's Boo 
That joyful Troy and Priam laugh to ſee, 
That He, by whem their Youth, that mighty He | 
Is now deny*d himſelf : a Grave by thee? 
Why? He ſlew Flooks of Sheep oer all the Field, 
And when in's frantick Fits, he thought he kill, 
My Brother, Me, Ulyſſes; and he ſmil'd; 

And you, when you your lovely Daughter led 

To Sacrifice, and o'er her weeping Head 

ou pour d the Salt and Meal, was ſober fill? 
Why not ? When frantick Ajax ſtrove to kill 
The Innocent Flocks, how was the Action ill? | 
He curſt the both Atrides much *tis true, 
But never e en upon vhſſes drew, 

Nor Wife, nor Innocent Son, nor Brother ſlew: 
But I to get a Wind appeas d the God, 

To ſhave my Navy ſail I offer d Blood. 

Thy own Blood, Frantick, twas that did Atone: 
My oven, but yet not Frantick, tho my own: 

He that ſtall take apparent Good with Bad, 

| Confus'dly mix*'d, muſt be accounted Mad. 
And tis all one, what&er theſe Crimes begin, 
Whether *cis Rage or Folly makes him ſin. 
Whilſt Ajax kills the harmleſs Flocks you blame 
He's mad, whilſt thou deſign'dly fin'ft for Fame, 
And empty Titles, art thou not a Fool? 

Art ſober, whilſt Ambition ſwells thy Soul! 
If one ſhould bear a Lamb about the Town, 
Allow her a Sedan, and gawdy Gown, 


n to ET” 


her his Daughter, Slaves and Gold provide, 
d a out Husband for the youmful Bride, 
e Law would ſeize that Wealth he wildly ſpends, 
ie it to the Care of ſober Friends. 
be that kills his Daughter for a Lamb, 
a chou pretend him Sober? Fye for ſhame, 
jen where there's Folly, greateſt Madneſs Rules, 
d Wicked Men muſt needs be Frantick Fools; 
muſt be Mad that Courts an empty Name, 
"cry Bedlam he, that's Slave ro Fame. 
WT Nov next the fooliſh Spend-thrift's caſe propoſe; 
at he is Mad e'en common Reaſon ſhows; 
te Squire when come of Age, he takes his Land, 
nzz'd with Wealth, he ſends his ſtrict Command, 
't known to All that I have an Eſtate, | 
nd therefore let the Pimps and Tradeſmen wait 
Morrow Morning early at my Gate: 


hat then? A thouſand come at his Delire, 
ad thus the crafty Pimp beſpeaks the Squire; 
ere Proud to ſerve you, Sir, and all that's Ours, 
rice nol le Squire, ſend when you pleaſe tis Tours. 
d thus the eaſie Squire replies again, 
v'd hene ſt Men, you take a World of Pain: 
rauch in Snow to catch a Bore for Me, 
_ # You fiſh for Me in the boiſterous Sea? A 
iht I'm 2 Drone unworthy this Eſtate, 
re ore dv you take this, and you tale that; 
hon theſe Farms, I freely give you theſe, 
vat I may uſe thy Wife, whene're 1 pleaſe. 


** —— 


uw 95 HORACE Boo 
3 1 | A coftly Gem from his Merella's Ear, 
4M £/ep's looſe Son diſſolv d in Vinegat, 
3 And drank it down, and then profuſely Laugbi, 
| A 1 To think he drank a Province at a Draught, 
= Was't not as Mad as to have thrown the Gem 
Tt | Into.a Common Shore, or muddy Stream? 
bi Ft | The Sons of Arrus, thoſe of high Renown, 
3M T hoſe famous Bully-Brothers of the Town: 
| q 5 8 | The moſt agreeing Pair in ev'ry Vice, 
1 " | Still fed on Nightingales of colily Price, 
i, Þ And were thoſe Mad or Sober, Fools or Wiſe? \ 
Wali! 6. If any grown a Man delights to raiſe 
q Fi 4 Dirt Pyes, and like a Child, at Fuſh pin plays; 
1 | Yokes Nuts and Mice unto a little Plough, 
ö val ö And rides upon an Hobby-Horſe, or ſo, 
1 1 Sure he is Mad: Now I can prove with caſe, 
| 3 | THat Love is a more childiſh Thing than theſe: 
X N [| And is all one whether you Sport and Toy, 
1 Play wanton Tricks, as waen a little Boy, 
1 4 5 Or court and labour for a jilting Miſs, 
. Grow Pale and Whine : For let me ask thee tl 
| | | Canſt thou, like Po/:mon reclaim'd, remove 
, : * Thy foppiſn Dreſs, thoſe Symptons of thy Love; 
|. | 5 As he when Drunk, with Garlands round his fe 
Þ þ Chanc'd once to hear the ſober Stick read, 
I | Aſham'd he took his Gatlands off, began 

N Another Couric, and grew a ſober Man? 


Offer an Apple to a peevich Boy, 
He will refuſe it; here my pretty Joy, 
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ome | prirhes take it: No, Sir, Pl bave none: 
let, if unoffet' d, he will beg for One. | N 
le him's the Lover, who hath ask d in vain, f 
houbting if e' er he ſnou'd return again: 
Abo deny'd, when he would gladly wait, 
asked, and linger at the hated Gate: 
Gi fe invites, and Sears ſhe will be lind: 
hat ſhall I go, or rather cure my Mind ? 
be ſbuts me out, then asks me to return. 
phat, ſhall J go? No though ſhe begs, Pl ſeorn. 
ut lo, his wiſer Slave did thus reprove, 
hir, Reaſon muſt be never us d in Love: 


u Laws unequal, and its Rules unfit, 
Fir Love's a Thing by Nature oppoſite 
Ts Common Reaſon, Common Senſe and Wit. 
! that's in Love's wnſteary, empty, vain, 
There's ar and Peace, and War and Peace again. 
Now he that ſtrives to ſett e ſuch as theſe, 
Weer things of Chance, and faithleſs as the Seas, 
e mere as good deſirn to be 4 Fool | 
Art and Wiſtom, and be Mad by Role. 
udcauſethy Nut (a ſign that thou ſhalt prove 
K happy Man, and Conqueror in thy Love) 
ret thro? thy Fingers; ſtrikes the Roof above; 
ou leap for Joy, unable to contain, 
that the Action of a ſober Man? 
Pad when, tho' old, and fo the wiſer OWN, 
pou prattle with har in a Childiſh Tone: 
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288 HO RAC E's Boo l 
Art thou not Mad as he, that loves his Toys} 
And plays at Puſh-pin with the little Boys? 
To this add all the Rage of wild Deſite, 
The Murders that attend this Frantick Fire; | 
Obſerve, poor Nereus lately ftruck his Miſs, 
Then kill'd himſelf, what doſt thou think of thi 
Was he quite Frantick, when he thus deſign'? 
Or only ſomewhat troubled in his Mind? 
Wilt thou abſolve the Man, and yet accuſe? 
And Us by ſeeming different Terms abuſe, 
That ſignifie alike, as People uſe? 

7. A Libertine, and old, ran ev*ry Day, 
To all the Temples in the Town to Pray: 
Faſting he went, and he was neatly Dreſs'd, 
His Hands were clean, and he had one Requeſt: 
Grant ye xind Gods, grant I may always live, 

It is an eaſie thing jor you to give. 
Now he that ſdid him might have ſafely ſworn, 
He's ſound both Wind and Limb as e' er was bot; 
But cheated, if he {wore him Sound in Soul, 
And this Man too the Storcks count a Fool. 

The Mother, whoſe dear Son had lain opprels! 

With violent Quartan half a Year at leaſt; 
Gets up betimes, and prays, Thou mighty Joh 
That doſt Diſeaſes bring, and doſt remove, 
If thou wilt ſtop the Fits, reſtore my Joy, 
And ſpare the Body of my lovely Boy, ' 
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t thy next Solemn Faſt, kind mighty God, 
row, and 1 will make my Promiſe good, 
11 ſet him naked in cold Tber's Flood, : 


ind now let Chance or Phyſick's ſtrength releaſe, © 


r Doctor's Care ſuppreſs the ſtrong Diſeaſe, 
be Frantick Mother will perform her Vow, 
nd her weak Son into cold Tiber throw; 
id this brings a Relapſe and kills the Lad: 
nd hath not Superſtition made her mad? 
All this Stertinius taught me as a Friend, 
hat Eighth Wiſe-manz and I my ſelf defend 
jj his learn'd Rules; none vexes me in yain, 
ho calls me Mad, I call him Mad again: 
ad he ſhall learn, what he doth feldom mind, 
o ſee what a Fool's Coat he wears behind. 
ell, Stoick, nay you ſell at dearer Rate 
ew Merchandixe, and get your loſt Eſtate; ' 
0 you (for there are many ſorts) explain 
Plat bind of Madneſs tis that heats my Brain, 
or ſure methinks I am a ſober Man. 
ot chink Agave, when ſhe graſp'd the Head 
i f her own Son, thought ſhe her ſelf was Mad? 
W then Lm Mad, tis true, but ſain would know, 
lige me, Stoick,, once, and freely ſhow 
tat kind of Madneſs I'm addicted to. 


du raiſe your ſelf to b accounted tall: 


2 


To 


ten learn, tho? you are dwarfiſh, thin, and ſmall, 


- 
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290 HORACE" Boon I 
Yet laugh when Turbe in his Arms appears, 
Losk how he Struts, and what a Port he bears! 
Tho' he hath far a greater Bulk than thee, 
And therefore art thou not as vain as he? 
What- e' er Mecanas does, and is it true, 
That he is Rivall'd by Pedantick you? 
When the old Frog was gone by chance abroad, 
An Ox came by and on her young ones trod: 
One ſcap'd, and told her that a mighty Beaſt 
Had trod upon her Young, and kilPd the ieſt: 
How big? ſaid ſhes As big as'T am now? 
And ſwells. \ Tes, yes, as big again as you. 
What, bigger fill? And then ſhe ſwells agaih. 
Tes, bigger, bigger, and you ſtrive in vain; 
Tow ll never be as big, altho you ſwell ' 
Until you burſt. This Image fits thee well. 
And thus to prove thee Frantick all conſpire, 75 
Now add thy Poems, that is Oil to Fire, 
Thoſe prove thee Mad, if not hing elſe were ſhown; / 
If any Poet's Sober, thou art one. Dy 
Thy Malice I conceal, by why doſt wear BW: 
A finer Suit than thy Eftate will bear? 
Hold, Damaſippus; 1 forbear ro ſhew I 
Thy burning Luſt, The greater Mad man Jon 6 
Spare me at laſt the leſſer of the two. | 
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Book II. SATYR * * 


SAT YR IV. 


2 makes Catius fell him 55 ſeveral Pre- 
cepts that are to be obſerv'd in making 
a Feaſt, by this means ſhowing thoſe, 
that pride themſelves in this Art, to be 
m7 Ridiculous. 8 


Hence catius, pray? and whither? Sir, Ivow 
I with I had, but I han't leiſure now 
o tell my Rules, the beſt that &er were known, 
Better than what Pythagoras has ſhown, | 
or Plate taught; but, Sir, I muſt be gone: 
muſt confeſs *twas rude Impertinence | 
Lo interrupt a buſy Man of Senſe 
At ſuch a time, but pardon the Offence: 
bor, Sir, what-ever tis qon have forget, 
In mind again, and ſoon recal the thought 3 
Whether tas fix d on Nature, or on Art; 
or ou are deeply skill d in either part : 
| was conſidering how 1 ſhould retain 
What I have learn'd, it asks a ſubtle Brain, 
Man of deep Contriyance, Senſe and Thought, 
o fine the Precepts, and ſo finely wrought. 
it Name, a Stranger, or 4 Roman, tell; 


7 Ill ling the Precept, but the Man conceal : 


Oz. |  Chuſe 
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Chuſe Long Eggs ful. for thoſe are hard aul 
| ſound, 
Cock-Eggs, more white and ſweeter than the round 
he Cale that grews on Hills, or barren Fields, 
Is better far than what the Garden yields: 
Moiſt Ground een Odcamb Plants will quickly ſpoil, 
They taſtleſs grow, and watriſh as the Soil. 

Suppoſe a Friend, an unexpected Gueſt, 
Comes late, and you have nothing ready dreſs'd, 
Drown Hens in Wine; I learn'd this Art at Court, 
Twill make the Fleſh eat wonderfully ſhort, 

The Meadow Muſhrooms are the ſafer Food, 
Pois' neus the reſt, at leaſt not half ſo good. 

I'll give him Health, whe when his Meals are do 
Eats juicy Mulberries, pluck'd before the Sun 
Doth riſe too high, and ſcorch with heat of Noon, 

Aufidius, thus ſays Story, us'd to take 
His Morning's Draught of Honey mix'd with Sach, 
This was ill done; with Liquors only mila, 
Fer Breakfaſt, anpty Veins are ſafely fill'd. 
What-e'er ſome fancy, I have Cauſe to think 
Smooth Mead in Morning is the better Drink. 
When bound too much, ſweet Mallews quickly cla 
Thy Guts from ſtoppage, and thy Mind from fear; 
Or Cockle Eiſh, or Serre! newly ripe, 
With can White Wine Sauce will eaſe the Gripe, 
Better than che d Midwife Gliſter- pipe. 


4 . | Tit 


Boox II. SATIRE 293 


The Shell-fi/b with the growing Moon's wen 

et different ſorts are found. in different Seas; 
All have not good: The Lucrine Shells exceed 
Thoſe various Purples that ſoft Baja breed. 
O fers low Circe, ſome Miſenian Coaſts, , 
And Scallops large ſoft Tarent loudly boaſts: 
Let none pretend to have an Art in Feaſts 
Till he's exact, and critical in Taſtes : 
'Tis yain for him to buy the deareſt Fiſh, \ 
That after knows not how to cook the Diſt; 
What muſt be fem d, what beiPd will grace a Feaſt, 
Ind whet the Stomach of the glutted Gueſt ; 
Make him forget his Belly's full, reſtore _ 
Loſt Appetite, and tempt him on to more, 
Boars fed on Acorns, caught in Umbria's Wood; 
Bend down his Diſhes with their weighty load, 
That would avoid dull, mean, or raftleſs Food: 
For no wile Palates the Laurentans chuſe, 

Vile Meat and fat with plaſhy Reeds and Ouze. 
-Goats bred on Vines, not always dainty Fare, 
Wile Palates chuſe the Wings of breeding Hare. 
What Fiſh of all the ſorts, what Birds ate beſt, 

And at what Age, and how they ſhou'd be dreſt, 
Before the World ſaw me were hardly known, 

All thoſe are pure Inventions of my own. 

Some ſpend their Time, and hope to gain Applauſe 
For minding nething but new Cates, and Saweez 
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For Lettice after Wine's not half ſo good, 


In ſmoak the Alban Grape is better dry'd: 


> » If 


8 8 8 

204 HORACE' Bool 
But Men of Art muſt ſtill their Cares divide, Th 
Not mind one thing, and neglect al! beſide, 
Nor whilſt they're curious in their Wine and Ah, Wi 
Ne'er heed what Oil they pour upon their Cale, WM kn 
If full of Lees, if thick your Maſſick Wine, n 
Set it abroad by Night, twill make it fine; 
Take off thoſe Smells that hurt the Nerves, and wit 
The Spirits; Hemp-feed ſpoils the proper taſte, 
Thoſe cheating Rogues, that when the Wine decay 
With their Surrentine mix Falernian Lees, 
This daſh'd Wine quickly cleanſe with PigeonsEggy 
Thoſe falling down precipitate the Dregs. 

Have you drank bri:kly, and your Friend decays? 
Then give him pickled Herrings, thoſe will raiſe 
And whet his Stomach for another Glaſs. 


It ſwims on Drink, and makes the Stomach crude; 
When he's too full, then Gammon's only lit, An 
Samſage provokes him to an- er Bit; 


If theſe won't do, or if he ſcorns them both, Wi 
He may be whetted with a Diſh of Broth, 1 
Toknow hoth ſorts of Broth, tis wort h your while Wi 
The Cimple is compos'd of ſweeteſt Oil, Pr 
This Oily Wine, and Caviare only asks, Th, 
Such as grows mellow in Bzantian. Casks: 2 4 
To this ſhred Herbs, with Saffron. mix' d, and boil Hi 
And when tis cool then add Venafrian Oil. 5 
1 


Some Grapes are beſt in Pots, all ways are t:y'6 


Ta 


- 
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This Grape with ſome * Sauce, round Plates 
| to ſtrew, 
With Salt and Pepper; rm the firſt that knew, 
And told it others, as I tell it you. | 
'Tis a grand fault to buy the deareſt Fiſh, 
And after crowd them in too ſtraight a Dith ;_ 
The Gueſts won't like to ſee one take the Cup. 
Who ſtole a Pidgeon, as he brought it up, | 
Witch the ſame hand, for that will tain the place; 
Nor yet to ſee old Duſt tick round the Glaſs: 
How little Beaſoms coſt 2 how quickly bought? 
Yet if not gotten, tis a grievous Fault. 
Doſt think it decent to negle& thy Houſe, 
Or ſweep the marble Floor with dirty Boughs? 
Doſt think *tis handſome, for the Page to ſpread 
A dirty Covering o'er a gawdy Red, 
Forgetful ſtill that ſince theſe things are mean, 
| 8 ſuch as all muſt have that wou'd be clean, 
'Tis worſe to want theſe, than ſuch dainty Meat 
Which only Luxury or Wealth can get. 
Learn d Catius, by the Gods I ask this boon, 
Mere e er you ge, Sir, I muſt have it done, 
Pray bring me to this copious Spring of Truth, 
That I may hear it drop from his own Mouth; 
For though you talk, as if you underſtood 
His Precepts reell, and knew the Rules for Food, 
let from your Lips, I'm ſure they can't be known 
As well, as if I heard them from his own; 
W 4 -: Beſides 
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Beſides, 40 ſee the Figure of the Man hs 
Mou'd pleaſe me much, pray ſhow me if you can, * 


A fweet with which bleſt yore are almoſt cloy'd, If 
And do not value, *cauſe ſo oft enjoy d; Th 
But eager I te unknown Fountains preſs, Of 
To draw from thence the Rules of Happineſs. Tb 
URS : ' WI 
A * 2 — n 
N . | Ye 
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A Dialogue between Tireſias and UN. 
ſes, where he inſtructs him how to gc» 


an Eſtate. Th 

: 3 To 

> Ireſias now indulge one favour more, By 
And teach, beſide what thou haſt taught before, Wi 

How to regain my Wealth, now I am poor: Th 


Why de you ſmile? Let me not beg in vain, 

Is't not enough that you have ſcap'd the Main, 
And ſafely come to Ithaca again? 

Vnerring Prophet, ſee as you foretold, 

J am come bome again, Grey, Wrinkled, Old, 
And Peer: my Wife sGallants have ſeix d my Gold; | 
My Wea'th is theirs, and what is Virtue worth 
Vit heut a good Eſtate to ſet it forth? : 
Well then, ſince to be poor you fear and hate, 
In ſhort learn how to get a good Eſtate, 


* 
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Ir thou doſt light on any a that's r ate, 
Send it thy old rich Neighbour, never ſpare, 
If he be rich and old, without an Heir. 
The firſt ripe Apples of thy choiceſt Tree bo 
offer to him, before thy Deity : : | 
The rich Man muſt be reverenc'd more than he 
What tha' he be a Villain, baſely bred, 
Kath kill'd his Brother, or his Country fled : 
let wait upon him when he pleaſe to call, 
and when you meet him, cringe, and give the Wall. 
Mat, won d you have me. cringe to ev'ry Slave? 
At Troy I did not ſo my ſelf behave: 
Contending always with the Great, the Brave, 
Then thou'lt be poor. Well, Sir, my Mind PII force 
To ſuſfer this: for I have ſuffer'd worſe. 
But, pray now, tell me, for I wiſh to know, 
What way I may be rich, and quickly too. 
Then as I told, Pl tell thee o'er again, 
Still firive to pleaſe the old and wealthy Men. 
ry ſtill to get into their Wills, ſecure - 
Their Love, their Humours patiently endure ;_ 
ho' two or three diſcerning Eyes perceive 
he Hook, and fly the Bait, yet never leave: 
WOthers will bite when thoſe ſly Fops are gone, 
ill bait thy Hook, and urge thy purpoſe on. 
WF ny Cauſe, or great or ſmall be try'd, 
WP! tcach thee how to chuſe the better Side, 


Bp 
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Be ſure to plead for him that's childleſs, old, 
And rich, tho? he is impudently bold, þ 
And ſues his Better, ftill pervert the Laws, 1 
And ſtart new Quirks, and ſcorn the better Cauſe, 
And better Man, if he hath hopeful Boys 
To be his Heirs, or teeming Wife enjoys. 
Then Sir or Squire (for Title hugely takes 
Grave Softheads) Me your Friend your Virtue matt, 
I know the Law, and have à ready Tongue, 
And rather, Sir, than you ſhall ſuffer wrong 
I loſe theſe Eyes; My utmoſt Care be nid 
That you be neither cheated nor abus dl. Y 
«And you may take your pleaſure, fit at eaſe, 


„ ew mw — m3 we 


Ne er fear, Pl pawn my Life for your Succeſs. . 
Do you ſtill mind this Cauſe, and that alone 7 
Whatever Weather *tis, or if the Sun (stone; 1 
With Dog- days Beams cleaves e' en the Matble r 
Or (as fat Furius hat h it) all below 4 
1s Ice, and Fove o erſpews the 4/ps with Son. Wi 
While one ſtands by, and jogs his Neighbour, ſa 6 
How fine a Lamers that, That, that is he, T 
How uſeful to his Friends, and how he ſweats, N 
And Pleads! This brings more Gudgeons to thy Ne N 
Beſides, if any hath a ſickly Heir N 
And good Eftate, then make thy Intereſt there, " 
Leſt courting childleſs Perſons ſtill, thy Arts Be 
| appear. ; | = W 
Creep gently in, until your hopes you ſeize, T 


+ Be ſecond Heir, and riſe by juſt degrees, 


And ſo if your young Boys Diſeaſe prevails : 
Thou ſhalt have all: This method ſeldom fails. 
If any bids thee read his Will, deny; 


| Tet flily with the corner of thy Eye bh: 


Run quickly o'er the two or three &rſt Lines, 
(There's Reaſon for't) and ſee if he deſigns 
Thee the ſole Heir, or elſe with many joyns. 
For time ſhall come, as Years in order flow, 
| When one a Sctibe ſhall bob the gaping Crow: 
What art thou mad, or doſt deſign to ſee, | 
If ſuch abſtruſe Diſcourſe can puzzle me? 
Vi;es, what I ſing ſhall be the ſtate 
Of things to come, I read the leaves of Fate, 
And diſtant Objects ſee in the Event: 
Then prithee tell me, what that Riddle meant. 
When one, a Youth of Great Anaas Race, 
The Parthian's Terror, rules the Earth and Seas; 
Coranus, weary of a ſingle Life, 
Takes chuff Naſica's ſtately Maid to Wife; 
Cranus then ſhall, beg him to peruſe 
The Will he makes, Naſica long refuſe, 
At laft conſents 3 but what he reads, appears 
No Legacy to him, and his, but Tears: 
Now if his Servants manage him; commend, 
And make his greateſt Favourite thy Friend, 
Zeſure be laviſh in his Praiſe, and then, 


This Method's good, but tis the beſt deſign 
To ſtorm the Man himſelf, and take him in. 
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30 HORACE's Boo H 
If he makes Verſes, tho' extremely lewd, 
Admire, and ſwear his Fuſtian Rhymes are good; 

Or if he Whores, beſure his Wiſh prevent, 

Let thy Penelope be freely ſent: 

And doft then thinks that ſhe the Wiſe, the chat, 

Wo all the numerous Weooers Arts ; ſurpaſt, 

Will yield to him, and be 4 Whore at lat? 

Ay, thoſe were Artleſs Youths, they knew not hoy 
To treat, and rat her come to Eat than Wooe; 
So ſhe was chaſt : but when the ſhall perceive, 
And ſhare with thee, the Preſents he can give, 
Like Dogs once blooded, ſhe will never leave. 
P11 cell chr true, and what I chanc'd to knoY, 
A Woman dy'd at Thebes not long ago; 

And thus by Will the did injoin her Heir, 4 

Firft ol my Corps, and to the Sepwlcher, 

"Upon thy naked Back my Body bear. 

This ſpake the Wili, and this, as moſt beliey'd, 
That the might then flip from him the contriy'd, 
For he was too obſervant while the liv'd: 


bodo you be cautious ſtill in your Addreſs: 


Too often, or too ſeldom will diſpleaſe. 

The grave Moroſe do hate a pratling Tongue, 

That ſpeaks unask' d, yet be not dumb too long: 

But, like arch Davus in the Play, atterd, 

Tour Neck awry, as fearful to offend: 

Skill mow the greateſt Care that can be ſhown, 
More cateful of his Life than of your own: 

obey | wha 


Won Il. SATYRS 3% 
beneer the Air is ſharp, beſure to mind, 

And eagerly requeſt him, pray be hint 

« your dear Health, and me, ner ruſe. the Wind, 
bf throng'd, thruſt thou, and free him from the 


If talkative, endure his tedious Tongue: [Throng 4 
If he be vain, and loves his own dear Praiſe, . 1 
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je ſure commend, and high Encomiums raiſe, 5 
ill blow the Bladder, never leave him off, | . 
Till he hall bleſs himſelf, and cry, Enough: Is | 
Now when he dies, and frees thee from thy Care, 'F 
Thy dreaming Hopes, and melancholly Fear, I 


ad broad awak'd, you find that you are Heir: 
WThen figh, And is my dear Companion gone! 
Where ſhall J have ſoa kind, ſo good a One?! 
It poſſible, your greateſt Art imploy 
ro ſhed ſome Tears, tis good to mask your oy: 
And if you are to make the Funeral, 
Be ſure be noble, that will take with All 
Or if thy Fellow-Heir's a lickly Man, 
hen wheedle thus, and chouſe him if you can 
want that ready Mony yon can ſpare,” bd 
vd if you pleaſe, Sir, you Jhall buy my ſhares © © * j 
But hold, fierce Pluto calls me back to Hell“, 
ud I can talk no more, good ſpeed, farewell: 
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8 HORACE” Boo iff 
SATYR N 


» His moderate I Ges. 2. The Ty 
ee of a City Liſe. 3. The Plecſur 
of the Couniry. 4. Little without lea 


01 

3, 6s veſt. , 0 

| i 1 Heſe were my. Pray'rs, and theſe: my ca 
ſtant Vows, 1 


4 pretty Seat, a Fountain near my wed, 
A Garden, and a little Grove of Trees, 

*Tis well, the Gods have giv'n me more than the 0 
Enough kind Mercur), no more I crave, 


Only continue ſtill, What I now have, reſs 
If I am not profuſe, and waſte, or raiſe | That 


My moderate Fortune, by unlawful Ways. 


If I neer wiſh, Oh that the Gods wou d yield WP”: 

That Nook; that ſpoils the Figure of my Field; WiW'%" 
Or, oh that I a Pot of Gold had found, 

As he, who, hir d to till another's Ground, 


By the Aſſiſtance of a lucky God, ut 


Grew rich, and bought the very Land he plow ef! 


But, if 1 live content, preſerve my Store, 
And be my Guard, as thou haſt been before; 


Defend my Cattle, and my Flocks, be kind, 1 
And fatten all I have, except my Mind: 

Then, when 1 from the noiſ y Town retreat, Abo! 
7 free from Bus'aels 1 wy Country Seat, 
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what ſhall 1 do but write, what Subject chuſe, 
ut eaſy Satyr, and 1 improve my Muſe ? 
ere no Ambition kills, ne heavy Winds 
felts my Body and corrupts my Mind. | 
[o Fields the Gods long Life, and Plenty gave 
o fickly Autumns, here, inrich the Grave. 
old Father Janus (thus the Gods decree) 
ſe Men begin our Years and Toil with thee. 
irh thee my Verſe, you hurry me to Town, 
lo be a Witneſs, and I muſt be gone, 
Tho't Snows, and Winter whirls the freezing Day 
n hotteſt Circles, yet I muſt away. 
Ind then, when my ungrateful Task is done, 
eſs thro' the Crowd, and juſtle ew ry one 
That doth not make me room, and throw'em down 
While he that's kick'd, cries Plague! and why ſo faſt? 
Pex! What d'ye mean, and why in ſo much haſte? 
en oa run to my Lord, you ſcour the Djs 41 


Preſs on, and bick, and juſtle all you meet, 

nd this I ſwear is pleaſant, this is ſweet ! 
but when I come a, buſy Crowd appears 

df loud impertinent Petitioners, - | 
And their Requeſts dance thick about my Ears, "i 
ne begs that you wou'd be at Court betime * 

o morrow Morning, and appear for him. 
The Sctibes Requeſt, that I wou'd get your Eats - 
About a publick, new, and great Affair; — 
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And made me a Ketainer to his Houſe: 


1 


tos HORACE" Boer! 
Anather ories, good Horace, get this Bil Wh, 
Sign'd by Mecænas. If I can I will. 

But he ſcems diſcontent, and urges on, 
Nay, if you will, I'm ſure it may be done, 
*Tis cight Years ſince almoſt Mecænas choſe, 


Yet only ſuch a one, as free from Care, 
ed ſometimes take in's Coach to take the 4 
Talk common Talk, as how dye like the Play, 
The Fencers were well match'd, what news te Da), 
The Mornings cold, and we muſt have à Care, 
And ſuch like common Things, as theſe appear, 
That may be truſted in a leaky Ear, 
Hence ev ry day Men envy more my State, 
He at the Play with great Mecænas ſate, 
Or. Bewl'd; all cry, He's Fortune's darling Sin, Ve t 
And thus the ſilly Chat ſpreads thro” the Town, MN 
Then all. that meet me, come and ask the Nev. . 
My Patience and my precious. Time abuſe: _ 
Pray d Sir (fer you fo much at Court muſt know,) 3 
D'ye hear what News from warlike Dacia? No. 


Come, you but Feſt, Fox take me if I do. bon 


: 


Pray Sir, the Lands that Cæſar wow'd to ſhare { 
Among the Soldiers, to reward the War, 

What, muſt: they be in Sicily, or here ?- | {ix 
When I profeſs my Ignorance, Moroſe 
They all imagine me, and plaguy cloſe. 
And thus I leſe my Days, but Wiſh repeat, etc 
X; Oh When hal I enjoy my Country Seat? 


Boox II. SATYRS 9308 
oh! When remoy*d from Noiſe to quiet Peace, 
\midk my learned Books, my Sleep and Eaſe; 
yhile hours do fmoothly flow, and free from ſtrife, 
romet the Troubles of a buſy Life? 

Dh Beans, Pythagoras his neareſt kin, 

lou lovely Herbs, and moſt delicious Chine, 
When mall 1 ſee, when feed on you again? 
Dh ſweet, Oh heay*nly Feaſts, where 1 2 
fore my Houſhold Gods ſecurely dine; 

When I my ſelf thall taſte a diſh of Meat, 

Then give?t my wanton Slaves, and bid 'em Eat: 
When all my Gueſts drink freely what they pleaſes, 
do Glaſs is mark d or fill'd, but more or leſs, 

s Mirth invites; no drunken Laws to force; 

uud all the time is full of good Diſcourſe; 

Ve talk of no Man's Farms, or Wealth, or Skill, 

t whether cæſar's Fool danc'd well or ill. a 

hut we diſcourſe of what we ought to do, 

nd what *tis fault ang folly not to know ;- 

s whether Wealth or Virtue brings a Man 

=  Happinets,, or whether Leagues began 

om lntereſt or Right, what cheats the Crowd, . 
ad what is good, and what the greateſt Good: 

, My Neighbour Gerrius, as the Matter falls, 

lixes his merry, pat, inſtructive Tales: 

ad thus for Inſtance, when by chance he hears. 
did Alpivs Wealth admir'd, tho" full of Cares, 

e tells this Story. Once upon a Time, 

as Tales begin) and in a moderate Clime; 
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A Country Mouſe a City entertain'd, 


His old Acquaiatance, and his ſpecial Friend; 
This Mouſe was thrifty, yet wou'd kindly Feaſt 


When time requir'd, and nobly treat his Gueſt: 


In ſhort, now ſtriving, ev'ry way to pleaſe, 
He freely brought his hoarded Oats and Peaſe, 


His nibbled Bacon in his Mouth he brings, 
His Apples, and a thouſand pretty things, 

His Nuts, his Grapes well-dry'd, and try*d his tel 
By choice Variety to pleaſe his Gueſt. 

Who fate, and as afraid to hurt his Mouth, 


Did nibble here and there with dainty Tooth: 


Whilſt he lies by in Straw, and Bartley cats, 
Or Chaff; and leaves his Gueſt the better Meats 


At laſt the City Mouſe, begins; »»y Fried 


Pray hot can you delight, how love to ſpend 
A Life in Woods, and this unwholſome Cave? 
1 is Melancholy, tis fo like @ Grave. 

Now wou'd you rather live in Town thay. lere, 
«And Mem converſe, before the Words prefer; | 


Come, go with me, Lil get thee better Checr. 
Since all muſt die, and muſt reſign their Breath, 


Nor great, mr little is ſecure from Death; 
Then ſpend thy days in Pleaſure, Mirth and Spurt, 
And live like one, that minds his Life is ſhort. 


| Theſe Words preyaiPd upon the Country Moule 
So the grows jocund ſtrai t, and leaves the Houle 
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onging for thoſe fine things; ſo both go on, 
iger whilſt now *twas Night to reach the Town. 
vas Midnight full; when now the Mice are come 
bey take a rich Man's Houſe, a ſtately Room, 
here Purple Covering ſhone on Ivory Seats, 

und in the Pantry lay whole Heaps of Meats, 

The ſumptuous Relics of his Noble Treats. 

The City Mouſe ſtrait ſeats his country Gueſt 

dn Cloth of State, and waits, and carves the Feaſts 
ourſe after Courſe, a thouſand dainty things, 

nd like a Servant, taſtes hat- e er he brings. 

he country Mouſe, pleas'd with his Bed of State, 
nd various Dainties, bleſt his Change of Fate. 
eds heartily, when lo the Servants come, 


Ind Dogs ruſh in and bark about the Room. 

both ſtart, both leave their Beds with eager Haſte, 

both fly for Life, and hardly ſcape at laft, 

Then ſays the Country Mouſe, Falſe Jos farewela 
do net like this Life, my quiet Cell 

better, I can feaſt and wanton there, _ 

Pn (baff or Acorns, free from Noiſe and Fear. 


* 


 HORACE's Boox 
SATYR.vE.: 
1. A Servant inſtructs his Maſter, a 
his Unſettledneſs in Humour. 2 


Luſt. 3. The vicious Man the great 
Slave. 


Þ: E LL, Sir, 1 hear, and have ſome bo | 
But Pm afraid, you will not like it vel 
From me your Slave. Who Davus, is it you? 
Davus the faithfu! Servant and the true, 
Davus who fancies That ſufficient Store, 
Which Nature's Wants ſupplies, and asks ne wore, 
Goto, and as our Ancient Lars decree, 
Vſe boldly thy December's Liberty, 
Speak fairly what thaw wilt, thew may ſt be frei. 
Some Mem. are conftant in their Vice, and wn 
The ſame Courſe Rill, and urge their Purpoſe d 
Some are unſteady, varying in a Trice, 
Now-all for Virtue; and now all for Vice. 
Fop Priſcus with himſelf doth diſagree, 
Sometimes he wears no Rings, and ſometimes ti 
He changes ety Hour his Cloaths and Gown, 
No takes the beſt Houſe, now the worſt in Tow! 
And there he goes as naſty as a Clown. 
Now ftudies hard at Athens, now he'll come, 
And turn Gallant, and follow Whores at Rm 
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moſt unſteady, fickle Man on Earth, 
num, ſelf had rul'd his Birth. 

oppoſite to him Vulturius ſtands, 

he when the juſt -Gout had lam'd his Hands, 

| hire a Boy, ſo much he lov'd the Vice, 

take up for him, and to throw the Dice. 

that is conſtant in his vicious Race, 

s the fame Courſe, and keeps an equal Pace, 
certainly not half ſo great a Wretch, 

he that now rides looſe, and now on ſtretch. 
leu you Rogue, ſuppoſe this Railing true, 

bt doth it mean ? Sir, it reflects on you. 

” ſo, you Raſcal? Sir, you uſe to praiſe 

e Antients living, and commend their Ways, 

if ſome God wou'd give you leave to chuſe, 
force you to the like, you wou'd refuſe; 

uſe you don't think that right you now commend, 
elſe are too unſteady to defend 

at you once thought; you ſtick, and ſtrive in vain, 
pm this deep Mire to free your Foot again. 
Nome, oli how you praife the Country Air! 

d, fickly, Rome commend, when you are here, 
uninyited, Oh what dainty Fare 

ur little Sallet yields, and free from care; 

els troubleſome Lords at Reme invite me ſtill, 
bo, tis true, but tis againſt my Will. 

d happy, happy me, you uſe to ſay, 

a I haye leave to ſup at home to Day; 
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Oh the reſiftleſs Force of Meat that's warm, 
It leads me captive, and my Senſe does ſeize, ite « 
Pm Glutton, Toſspot, and what - Ser you pleaſe: Wiſh n 


Thy Roman Gatb thrown off; from nobly brat 
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But if my Lord Mecanas doth invite, 

Tho you are not to go before tis Night; 
Yet eager you by Peep of Day prepare, (there) 
The Houſe ſtreight rings, 'So ho, Jack, Tom, who's 
Who brings me Oyl, you Dogs, does no one heat! f. 
My Lord waits ſor me; then in haſte you mn, hat « 
While thy Retainers curſe, when thou art gone. fig 
Well then, I grant a Feaſt's a powerful Charm, 


nalt 
d ſo 
70 
gen! 


So you but freely grant your Vice at lea, { pw 
As bad, atho? in ſofter T erms *tis dreſt. d 1 
Suppoſe I'm not ſo wiſe, as thee my Slave; th 
Then cafe to look ſo haughty and ſo brare, 

And do not rage, and do not break my Head, 
While I diſcourſe what Criſpin's Porter ſaid: be © 
2. You love Mens Wives, and I, my little Wh nile 
Which is the greate Fault now, mine or yound 
when Nature ſires, and they have quench'd my flu nd 


m ſatisfy'd, nor do I loſe my Fame, omn 
Nor feat that they will Jilt, and entertain | 

A wittier, richer, and a finer Man. nd 1 
But when you flily ſneak abroad by Night, hat 


Your Rings, and all the Habit of a Knight, he { 


Tou link into the Figure of a Slave: 
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nalty Vail thrown as your agen Head, 
id ſoftly brought to the adultꝰ rous Bed, 

jou not ſuch a One as you appear? 

gen introduc'd you ſhake and tremble there, 
raging Luſt diſputing with your Fear: 
bat difference is it whether you engage : 
b fight for Hire, and bear the Victor's Rage, 

cut and flaſk'd and kill'd upon the Stage? 

by the copſcious Chamber-maid, be preſt 

ite double, Neck and Heels into a Cheſt! 

th not the injur'd Husband of the Whore 

puniſh both a right and lawful Pow'r ? 

id will not all his fierceſt Rage be juſt 

i thee, that didſt debauch her to thy Luſt? 

the ne'er changes Garb, nor ſhifts her Place, 

or takes ſuch'Pains to get the foul Embrace; 

or injures Heav'n, nor ſwears ſuch Oarhs as you, 
bile the fond Creature doubts you'll prove untrue. 
I wiſe you venture Slaves ſevereſt Fate, 

Ind to a Man enrag'd, and ſwoln with Hate, 

omwit your Fame, your Life, and your Eſtate. 

laue you eſcap*d? I hope the Warning's fair, 

nd you'll prevent the like with greateſt Care. 
What, nothing do? Why doft thou ſtrive to run 
he ſame mad Courſe, and once more be undone? 
oh! slave ſo oft! What Beaſt that breaks the Chain, 
Pace free, will come and take the Clog again? 


Tou 


* 


Whom not hing can redeem from wretched Feat! 
Three Stroaks o th' Prztor's Rod can make me ſit 


80 cloſely gather in a perfect Round, 


Obſerve this Free- man's Character, and ſee 


* 


3:2 0 RACE''s Boon l 
You ſay b. N Pre no Adulterer, nor I 
A Thief, becauſe when' ſome Obſerver'snigh, 
I leave your Plate, though with a longing Eye. br 
Remove the Danger and reſtraining Force, 
And Nature looſe vill run an evil Courſe. 
Are you my Maſter ? you that do appear, 
A worſe and greater Slave than me by-far, 


8 CY ee 


Whilſt Tyrant Paſſion ſtill will Maſter Thee, 
Beſides, 

If He's a Vicar, as you pleaſe to Fe 
(This Reaſon's good) that other Slaves obeys, 
Or fellow Slave ; Sir, 1 would gladly know 
What tis that I am in reſpe& of you:? 

For you, my Maſter, others baſely ſerve, 
Like Puppets moving by anothers Nerve. 
Nho then is free? The Wile, that can controul, 
And govern all the Paſſions of the Soul: 
Whom Foverty, nor Chains, nor Death affright, Mis 
And proof againſt the Charms of vain Delight, Vu 
Whom feeble Förtune ſtrives in vain to wound, 


And fo exactly ſmooth'd by honeſt Arts, 
That nought without can ſtick upon the even fu 


H any part of it belongs to thee; 
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A thouſand Pound begg'd by thy coftly Whore, 

And if deny'd, ſhe turns thee out of Door, ; 

brows Water in thy Face, then change her Mind, 

as call thee back, and vow the will be kind. 

Nos looſe your Neck from this Ignoble Chain, 

ad boldly ſay that you are free; in vain, 

ou can't, for Tyrant Lords thy Will controul, 

They prick thee on, and ſcourge thy way” ring Soul. 

You, when you ſpend whole Hours and trifle Days, 

'hile you upon a Piece of Painting gaze : 

{hy do not you commit as great a Fault, 

ks I that flare upon a meaner Draught? 

imice how Janus and how Fulvius ſtand, 

i fencing Poſtures, drawn by a zude Hand, | 

| Chalk or Char-coal Paint, and there they look 

Ws if they fought, and mov'd to ſhun the Strokes 

ut I'm call'd lazy Rogue, and beaten ſtill; 

Judge in Painting you, and Man of Skill. 

but trivial Cakes delight to Eat, 

I's Gluttony, whilft your Luxurious Treat 

Vittue, for it ſhows your Mind is great. 

hy now to ſerve my Palate ſhould it be, 

For | am whipt)-a greater Crime in me, 

han you? Since thine's more coſtly Luxury, 

ay then are you not ſcourg'd as well as 1? 

cauſe, perhaps, thy Feaſts corrupt thy Blood, 

Fiſeaſes ſpring from thy Luxurious Food, 

nd weakned Legs refuſe their ſickly Load. 5 
8 1 „„ 
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'Doth that Boy ſin that ſteals a' Comb by Ni oh An 


To buy ſome Grapes to pleaſe his Appetite? An 
And is he faultleſs, that, when Luſt commands, An 
To pleaſe his laviſh Belly ſells his Lands? La 
Befides all this, You with your ſelf can't ſtay Th 
One Hour, nor rightly ſpend a leiſure Day, On 


You like a Vagrant ſhun yourſelf, deſign, 
Now by forgetful Sleep, and now by Wine, 
To fteal from Cares: Poor Slave! In vain yout 
Black Care purſues as faſt as you can fly, 
| Death!" Where's my Stick: keg; ſo ? Death ! Win 
my Sword ? | 
| He's mad, ot elſe makes Verſes : Dog, ene Wirl 
OneTittle more! Ton cenſure my Defiens ? 
Fly Raſcat, fly, or thou ſhalt to the Mines. 


og PPAR VII 
A Deſcription of a ſordid Feaſt, with nhl 
| one Fuſcus Naſidenus entertain d then 


| H ꝰ do you like rich Naſidenus Cheer? | 

For when thought laſt Night to have you heit 
Tas ſaid, that &er ſince Noon you had been tilt | 
Troth never merrier; Pray, Sir, grant my Ii 
& Aud, if no Trouble, what was the firſt Diſh? 
* The firſt Diſh, Sir, was a Lucanian Bote, (ln 
Caught whilſt the Wind was Sourh, the Ma 


\ 
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And round the Brim Jay Lettice to excite, 

And zetes to raiſe the lazy: Appetite ; | 
Auchove, rickled-Herrings, mixt with theſe 
Lay Raddiſh, bitter Heibs, and can Lees. 
tis Dim remov'd, two ready Servants come, 
one clean'd the Table, t'other ſwept the Room, 
And gather d up the Relicts of the Feaſt, 

The Bones, and all that might offend the Gueſt : 

luſt as at Ceres Feaſt th* Athenian Maid, 

Comes black Hydaſpes, bearing on his Headl 

Large Flasks of White, and Alcon, Flasks of Red 
Then ſays mine Hoſt: My Lord, if more than thele- 
Iou like another, call for what you pleaſe, 

My Cellar's ſtor'd; Poor Wealth, diſhoneſt Pride, 

But prithee tell me who was there beſide ? 

it,] fate firſt, and, Nay, I think *rwasſo, 


* 


un, next, Vibidius fate below, 


Next Balatro; below him Porcius lyes, 

Percius the metry'ſt archeſt Wag that is, 

Tolwoop whole Cuſtards, and to ſwallow Pies. 

Al uninvited, but as Lords are wont, 

{:a145 brought them all on his Aecount. 
Next above theſe Nomentan takes his Place, 

fle that could point at ev'ry hidden Sauce; 
For we, che reſt, on Fiſh and Fowl did feaſt, 
oncealing different from theit proper Taſte. 
This ſtreiglit appear'd, when by his luſcious Rules 
be catv'd for me th* untaſted Guts of Soles. 
© 0 | And , 


* 
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And after to inſtruct me, gravely ſaid, 
Figs pluck d before the Moon is full, look red; 
But thro? this difference would you nicely. pry, 
Th He'll tell you more, he's more experc than 1, 
1 j * Mean while Vibidius in a jeering Tone 
15 Cries ; Balatro, come prit hee nothing's done, 
Unleſs we drink him dry; a bigger Glaſs; 
At that Death- pale ſpread o'er our Fuſcus Fact 


For good ſtout Drinkers he did chiefly fear, 
Cavſe ſuch, when full, with greater Freedom ject 


Or *cauſe hot Liquors pall the ſubtle Taſte, if 
And ſo would ſpoil the Goodneſs of his Feaſt: ha 


Yet on it goes, the Bowls are freely crown'd, | 
And ſwpernaculum the Health goes round: 
The chiefeſt Gueſts the while full Bumpers toſt, 
They ſpar'd the Bottles, and the bleeding Hot 
Now comes midſt ſwimming Shrimps a Lam 
In a large Diſh, and thus the Maſter ſaid; lle 
This Fiſh was caught when full of Spawn, (that Con 
Ts good) for after Spawning's done, tis worſe : 
The Broth is made of Oil, the beſt that flow'd 
From the Venafrian Preſs; to make it good, r on. 
ine five Tears old, and Caviare ] join, 
In boiling, Sirs, I uſe Italian Mine; 
But when tis boil'd, with Pepper ſpic'd and dreft 
With Vinegar, the Chian Pickle's beſts 
To boil green Rockets with't, was never known 
Before my time, I'm ſure that Art's my own. 
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I Water crauufiſb firſt Cotillus ſtem' d, 
b kept them whole, fer they are better Food 
un when i' th; Shell, the Pickle makes them good. 4 | 
zut while he talk'd, and while he prais'd the Fiſh, 
he Hangings tumbling down fell o'er the Diſh: - 
inging black Duſt, as much, as Whirlwinds raiſe, 
ben nimble Storms ſweep o'er the duſty ways: 
e ſtarted all, and thought it worſe than *twas, 
it when no harm appear d, each kept his Place: 
ur Hoſt ſtreight hung his Head, he wept and ſigh'd, 
if his darling Son had lately dy'd;z _ 
had wept on, his Grief have known no end, 
t wiſe Nomentan thus reliev'd his Friend; 
nncky Chance what God is ſo unkind, 5: 0 
oy lov'ft to break the meaſures Man deſugn'd;s 
je bit their Napkins, yet cou'd ſcarce forbear 
o laugh aloud, whilft with a bitter Sneer 
nies jeering Balatro, Well, we ſtrive in vain, 
i the ſad Fate of Life, and none can gain 
Labour, Fame that anſwers to their Pain, | 
at ever 1 ſhow'd prove ſa troubleſome 4 TY 
one fine Treat, when I cou'd dine at home ? 
Fat I ſhou'd vex you to provide a Feaſt, * 
ſee your Broth well hoid, your Servants dreſt, 
des t unlucky Chance that waits on all, 
. as but juſt now, the Hangings fall; 
e For- bey ſtumbling ſpoils a coſtly Fiſh, 
Plow-man Servant trip and break the Diſh. 

CF 3 | But 
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And merry Balatro promotes the Jeſt ; 


Pluckt off and by themſelves a Rabbet's Wings, 


. Whom thus we puniſh'd, each Man left his Sci 


Had blown upon't, and fill'd the Feaſt with Del 
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But as in Captains oft ill Chance reveals 

The Entertainers Wit, which good conceals; 
Then ſays mine Hoſt, Ab, may /# thou fill be bf, 
Thiu art ſo goed a Man, ſo kind 4 Gueſt: 

And calls for's Shoes; then you may quickly hea 
Divided Whiſpers fpread thro* ev'ry Ear. 
No Play cou d ever pleaſe me half ſo well, 
But trhat you laught at after prithee tell: 
While hot Vibidius with a waggiſkh Look 
Cries to the Servants, 7s the Bottle broke 
That I can get no Wink to this ary Feaſt ? 


Mine Hoſt comes in, and with a ſmiling Face, 
About to mend by Art his late Diſgrace, 

His Servants following brought a Charger fil!'d 
With one poor little Crane cut up and grilbd, 
Cover d with Salt and Meal; another brings 


4% KK = 


For thoſe, forſooth, when by themſelves, are bd 
And ſweeter far than eaten with the reſt: 
Then roaſted Blackbirds, Doves their Rumps cut af 
All pretty ſorts of Meat, and ſweet enough; 
But he with long Harangues to ev'ry Gueſt 
Explain'd their Natures, how and why 'twas dreſt 


We fled the Banquet, and refus'd to eat; 
As if the Witch Canidia's pois?nous Breath 


The Eud of the Second Bool of Satyr, 
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PISTLES. 


BOOK I. 


EPFST TT 
He fhews his Defire far Philoſo opby.. 
2, 'Tis to be preferr'd before all. 3. 
The People prefer Gold before. Virtue, 


4. WI 9 he cannot agree with the 
Crowd, 


Y Lord Mecenas, whom I gladly chuſe, 

The firſt, and the laſt Labour of my Muſe ; 
Tho 1 have fought enough, and well before, 
ad now diſmiſt, have leave to fight no more; 
ou firive to bring me on the Stage again: 

ly Age is not alike, unlike my Brain, > 
alike my Mind, and now I write in Pain. 

he Fencer Vejan now grown weak with Age, 
ves. e at Home, and leaves the Stage 5. 
T4. His. 
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His Arms in great A/cides Temple plac'd, 
Left after all his former Glories paſt, 

He worſted, meanly beg his Life at laſt: 
And ſtill methinks founds thro* my well purg'd Ex, 
A little Voice, Fond Horace have a Care, 

And while tis well releafe thy aged Horſe, 

Left when he runs but with unequal force, 
And-ſtretches hard to win, he breaks his Wind, 
Derided. diſtanc'd, bafely lags behind. 

1. And therefore all my trifling Songs adieu, 

I now deſign to ſeck what's good and true, 

And that alone; I ſcorn my wanton Mule, 

And lay up Precepts, fuch as I may uſe; 

But if you ask me now what Se# I own, 

1 ſwear a blind Obedience unto none: 

But as the Tempeſt drives me fo I Steer, 

This way or that, not ſetled any where: 
Sometimes an Active Life my Fancy draws, 

A ſtrict Obſeryer of true Virtue's Laws: 

Then gently ſlide to Ariſtippas School, 

And ſtrive not to be rul'd by Things, but Rule. 
As Night to thoſe their Miſtreſs fails appears, 
As Days to Labeurers, and as long the Years, 
When Jealous Mothers curb, to eager Heirs: 

So dull, and ſo i ingrate my Time doth flow, 
Which hinders what 1 hope and with to do: 
What done will profit Rich and Poor, what long 
Forborn, prove equal harm to Old and Young: 
4 5 | ; 
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Well then, 1 muſt content my ſelf wich this, 

ours cannot be as good as Lyncews Eyes, 
What then, when Sore muſt I fit Cures deſpiſe? 
You cannot hope to have your Limbs as great 

s Gl;co's, nor ſo ſtrong and firmly ſet ; 

et to pievent the Gout haſt thou no care? 

hat, if of farther progreſs you deſpair, 

ſis ſomewhat ſurely to have gone thus far: 
oth creeping Avarice thy Mind engage? 
or doth it boil with fiery Luſt, and Rage? 
by, there are Rules and Precepts that can eaſe 
Thy Pain, and cure great part of thy Diſeaſe : 
Dr art thou Vain? Books yield a certain Spell, 
To ſtop thy Tumor; you ſhall ceaſe to ſwell, 
When you have read them thrice, and ſtudied well: 
ſhe Raſh, the Lazy, Lover, none's ſo wild, 
ut may be tame, and may be wiſely mild, 
they conſult true Virtue's Rules with care, 
And lend to good Advice a patient Ear. 
. *Tis Virtue, Sir, to be but free from Vice, 
nd the firſt ſtep tow*rds being truly Wiſe 
$ to want Folly; You uſe all your Skill, 
o ſhun what you ſuppoſe the greateſt Ill, 
{mall Eftate, or while you ſeek to gain 
n Office, a Repulſe; you ſpare no pain, 
ou try your utmoſt Wit, and rack your Brain: 
ou Sail to India, you forſake your Eaſe, | 
hre raging Storms, thro? Rocks and boiſt ' ous Seas, 
Ps . Thro? 
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What Wreſtler that ſhall ſtrive in ev'ry Town, 
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Silver's more baſe than Gold, than Virtue Gold: 
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322 HORACE" Boox]. 
Thro' Heat and Cold, and gather ev'ry Wind, 
To get more Wealth, and leave pale Want behind; 
And yet thou wilt not take the pains to hear 
A wiſer Man adviſe thee how to Steer: 
Who kindly bids thee check thy wild Deſire, 
And leave what thou doſt fooliſhly admire: 


At ev'ry Wake, will ſcorn th* Ohmpian Crown? 
Who doth not cheap and eafie Wreaths diſdain? 
And who would have a Crown without the Pain} 
3. The Saying's true, and hath been often told, 


O Romans, Romans, Gold muſt firſt be ſought, 
Then Virtue, that's worth but a ſecond Thought: 
This is the Tune of ev*ry Trading Fool, 

old Men, and ey*ry Boy repeats this Rule, 
That with his Books and Satchel goes to School.) 


If you have not Ten thouſand Pound in ſtore, p 
Bur want a thouſand or a little more, 8 
Tho? you have Virtue, Conſtancy, and Skill 5 
In Arts, thou alt be thought a common flill: ” 
And yet our Boys another Tale will tell, = 
And ſay; You ſhall be King if you do well; 5 
Be this thy Guard, and this thy ſtrong Defence, Wi © 
N | 1 bu 

& virtuous Heart, and unftar'd Innocence; * 
Kot to be Conſcious of a ſhameful Sin: 70 
Nor yet look pale for Scarlet Crimes within. 0 
Now ptithee tell me which you think is beſt, Th 


Or Otho's Law, or this by Boys expreſt, 


This Song which makes the Virtuous Man a King, 
And which the noble Ancients us'd to ſing? 
Which beſt adviſeth, he that bids thee hate 
Thy common Rank, and get a vaſt Eſtate, 

uſtly if thou canſt; if not, at any rate; 

only that at a Play or Puppet Show, 

You may fit nearer by a Seat or two? 

or he that bids thee Steer a Virtuous' Courſe, 
and nobly ſcorn proud feeble Fortune's force? 


4 Shou'dthe Crowd ask, why ſince I live in Town, 


Walk the ſame Streets with them, I do not own 
The ſame Opinion? Why 1 don't approve, 


and hate the Things that they do hate and love? 


My Anſwer muſt be what fly Reynard ſaid 

Jo the old ſickly Lion, Im afraid, | 

Great King of Beaſts, for all the treads I ſee 

Are to thy Dea, none back; that frightens me. : 

Thou art a Many-headed Monſter, Rome, 

1 know not what to imitate, or whom: 

Some love to Farm Revenues, others Bait 

With Gifts to catch a Widow's great Eſtate: 

While others ſpread their Nets for wealthy. Fools, 
And catch them, and ſecure the doating Shoals: 
dome by baſe Uſury their Wealth increaſe: „ 

ut grant that various Humours various pleaſe : 
let are they conſtant ſtill, do they approve 

For one hours time together what they Love? 

For inſtance, if the wealthy. Wanton ſays, 

Tuis litle Bai is the pleaſant'ſt Place z 
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* mi haſty Wiſhes no delays afford, 
6 And the Sea quickly ſees her loving Lord: 
14 There if his Fancy leads another way, 

my 1 As if a Siga from Heav'n he muſt obey; 

1 : 1 Come W oik-men gather up your Tools, and dun 

i [ To morrow to Theanum, there I'll live: 

3 Dot h he deſign to day to take a Wife? 

1 No Life, he cries, is like a ſingle Life: 

| 8 If not, he Swears the marry'd only bleſt; 
1 What Chain can hold this varying Proteus faſt? 
If \ What doth the Poor Man? Laugh, he ſhifts his homg 
5 1 His Baths, his Barbers, and his eating Room, 

1-0 Or hires a paltry Sculler for a Groat, 

. And ſpews like Nobles in their Pleaſure-Boat, 
5 | Suppoſe ſome blundering Barbers notch my Hi 
{ 1 And then 1 meet you, ſtraight you ſmile and ſtar; 
1 Or if my Gown is botch'd, my Veſt unfit, 


My Cloaths ill made, you laugh at ſuch a fight: 
What when my Mind is with it ſelf at ſtrife, 
And diſagrees in all the Courſe of Life; 
When what it hated now, it now deſites, 
What now it threw away, it now admires, 
Unſettled as the Sea, or flitting Air, 
It razes, builds, and changes round ro ſquare; 
You count me mad in Faſhion, you forbear - 
To laugh, nor think I need a Dedter's care; 
Or Guardian from the Prator, tho“ my Friend, 
on whom my Fortunes and my Life depend, 
Who grieves if I but cut my Fingers end. 
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lu mort, the Wiſe Man's leſs than Jove alone, 
For all is his, and he himſelf's his own; 

Lich, King of Kings, and of a Noble Stem, | 
But chiefly well, unleſs when vex'd with Flegm. 
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I. He commends Homer to his Friend 
Lollius. 2. Delivers ſeveral Precepts 
for a good Life. 

Hile you to plead at Rome, my Friend in 
I here have read my Homer ober again: 

Who hath what's baſe, what decent, juſt and good, 

Clearer than Crantor or Chryſippus ſnow d: 

My Reaſons for't, if you have leiſure, hear; 

That Part that tells us how in tedious War, 

For Paris Luſt, Greece ſtrove with Phrygia, ſings 

rte Paſſions of the Crowd, and fooliſh Kings: 

Antenor thinks it beſt to end the Wars, 

And give back Helen; wanton Paris Swears, 

He can't be happy if he lives alone, 

lis Kingdom can't content when ſhe is gone! 
Atrides and Achilles chide, and hate, 

And Neſtor ſtri ves to cool the hot Debate: 

One robb'd of what he eagerly defir'd, 

Vas rais'd by Love; but both by Fury fir d: 

[He counſels both, and ſtrives to make them Friends; 

The people ſuffer when the Prince offends : 
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By Luſt and Rage were thouſand Miſchiefs done, 


By Pride and Treachery, in Camp and Town: 
And then what Courage, and what Wit can do 
He uſefully doth in Viyſſes ſhow; 

Who, Trey o'erthrown, to may Countries went, 
And ſtrictly view'd their Towns and Government. 
And while thro' raging Seas he ventur'd home, 
Met thouſand dangers, and did overcome: 
Still careful of his Men he. did advance, 

And ſafely ſtem'd the Waves. of dang' rous Chance: 
The Sirens Songs, and Circe's Bowl you know, 
Wh: ch like his Mates. had he but taſted too, 
Baſe and uathinking he had ferv'd the Whore, 


In fhape oi naſty Dog, o: mYry-3oar: 


We are the number, born to drink. and cat, 
The Wooers of Penelope, the ſpruce, the neat, 
The lazy Raſcals; and whoſe whole deſign, 
Was to get vicious pleaſure, and be fine : 

Who thought it viztuous to fleep half the Day, 
And lull their Cares with Muſick, Dance and Play, 
2. Rogues riſe before tis light to kill and Thien, 
Wilt thou not wake to ſave thy ſelf alive? 

If now, when well, you will not leave your Eat, 
In vain you'll try when preft with a Diſeaſe: 
And when you cannot fleep, except you read, 


And in good things employ your watchtal Head, 


Pale Treacherous Sius will ſwift approaches male, 


And Luſt or Envy vex thee whilft awake: 
Fu 


mm » 
* 
REP”, 


won. EPITSPFDES. wo 

For why, when any thing offends thy Eyes, 

Doſt thou freight ſeek for eaſe. and ſtreight adviſe; 

Yer if it mall oppreſs thy Mind, endure 

The Ils with Patience, and defer the Cure? 

e that hath once begun a good deſign, 

Hath finiſh'd half; dare to be wiſe, begin: 

He that deferrs to live is like the Clown, 

Who waits, expecting 'till the River's gone: 

gut that ſtill rouls its Streams, and will roul on. 
We ſeek for Wealth, a good and fruitful Wife, 
The Pleaſures, Comforts, and Supports of Life; 
Our Woods are tam'd, and plough'd encreafe our 
Ke that hath got enough defires no more. Ettore; 
Did ever Lands, or heaps of Silver eaſe 

The feav'rim Lord? Or cool the hot Diſeaſe? 

Or fiee his Mind from Cares, he muſt have Health, 
He muſt be well, that wou'd enjoy his Wealth. ; 
He that defires or fears, diſeas'd in Mind, 

Wealth profits him as Pictures do the blind; 

| Plaiſters the Gouty Feet; and charming Airs, 

And ſweeteſt Sounds, the ſtuft and troubled Ears: 

The muſty Veſſels ſour what they contain; 


Scorn Pleaſure, Pleaſuxe hurts that's bought with pain, 


The Greedy want, to Wiſhes fix an End; 

The Envious pine at th' fatneſs of their Friend. 
The fierceſt Tyrants never yet could find, 

A greater rack than Envy to the Mind: 

The Man that doth too haſtily engage, 

That is all fire, and cannot cuib his Rage, 
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Baffles his own Delign, while weaker grown, 
With Malice unzeveng'd he Qikes too ſoon: 
Anger is a ſhort fienzy, cuib thy Soul, 

And check thy Rage, which muſt be ral'd, or wes 
Uſe all thy An, with all thy force reſtraiu, 
And take the ſtrongeſt Bir, aud tirmeſt Rein: 
The Jocky trains the young aud tender Houle, 
While yet foft-mourh'd he breeds him to the Cour: 
The Whelp, fince when i'th* Hall he leatu'd to bat 
At Bucks-skins ſtuff'd, now ranges o'er the Pak: 
Now, now, while young, with vixtuous Rules begin 
Suck hely Preceprs now, and free from Sin. Mm 
What ſeaſon'd firſt the Veſlel keeps the Taſte; 2 
Now if you lag behind, or run too fait, | 
1 tay not for the flow, 1 mind my Race, 
Nor prels on thoſe that run a twitter Pace, 


EPIST. III. 


To bis Friend JuLis FLorvus ” 
A familiar Epiſtle enquiring about [6 ©) 


veral Matters. 


| Y Jaliu Fler, 1 would gladly hear, 
Where Claudius Ceſar's Kintman kindles Wat 
Deth Thrace, or Hebr#s, bound in Chains of Snow, 
Or doth the Helle/pont, I wiſh to know, 

Or Aas nut ſul Fields, detain you row ? 


de « 
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Ibu do the Wits delign? Who nobly dares, 

This wow'd 1 know) to wiite great Ceſar's Wars: 
xd who inſpix'd with an unuſual Rage, 

all ſpcead his Fights and Leagues thro? future Age. 
1d what doth Titten he of growing Fame, 

do doth not fear to drink of Pindar's Stream? 

bo ſeotus known Springs and Lakes, that glorious he, 
ud he well, and doth he think of me ? 

ok he, the Muſe propitious, nobly ting, 

nd fir to Reman Harps the Theban ring? 

tis he writing Plays, and treads the Stage, 
mud rung Verſe, and (wells with Tragick rage? 
6 how doth Cel/iss do? 

dom 1 Rill warn, as 1 have often done, 

o get ſame Stock, fore Riches of his own : 
ud not from others Labours kept for Fame, 

vile Avelle's Temple teal a Name: 

eſt all the Birds mould come, and claim their own, 
did Cough be his,when her ſtoln I lumes are gone. 
hat do you do? What will your Mind produce ? 
a what (weet Beds of Thyme fuck precious Juice ? 
ot you have Wit enough, your Senſe is great, 

nd wot deform'dly tough, but fine and neat : 
ether with poynant Tongue you plead a Cauſe, 
defend the lnnocent, and teach the Laws: 
Nr chuſe ſoft Numbers, and ſmooth Poetry, 

de ehiefeſt Crown ſtill juſtly waits ou thee. 
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| You love Numenius, as you ought te do. 


More great than Caſſivs, and with higher flight? 


330 HORACE's. Boot! 
If you cou' d leaye thoſe Cares that num thy Mind 
Shake off thy Fears, and leave the Clog behind, 
Then you wou'd live as Wiſdom's Rules advise: 
This is the Work, the noble study this; 

This rich and poor, ſhou d make t heit great eſt cate 
If we you'd live ſecure, and free from fear, 
To houeſt Men, and to our Country dear. 
Pray write me whether, for I wiſh to know, * 


Or if the former difference, clos'd in vain, 
Was never fully cur'd, but breaks again. 

But you in whatſoever part you live, 
Whether tis heat or raſhneſs makes you fttive, 
Both brave and hot, and oh! too dear, to prove 
How frail are all the bands of Brothers love: 
Where-&er you now relide, return to Rome, 

I feed a Steer to offer when you come. 


rw 
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A. familiar Complement to his Friend 
| Albus Tibullus. 


A £bus, the faireſt Crit ick that 1 know, 
L A What ſhall I ſay that you are doing nov? 
In Pedan Fields do you deſign to write, 
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or doſt thou gavely walk the healthy Wood, 
onſidering what befits the Wiſe and Good? 

or you are not all Body void of Mind, 

ke Gods have giv'n a Soul of Noble Kind; 

nd Wealth and Skill enough to uſe thy store: 

hat cou'd a Nurſe for her dear Child wiſh more, 
han that he might be Sober whilſt he Lives, 

nd able to Expreſs what he Conceives? 

njoy the Love of all, and Fame and Health, 

nd cleanly Diet, with ſufficient Wealth. 

hile ' midſt ſtrong Hopes and Fears thy Time doth 
hiak ew'ry rifing Sun will be thy laſt; (waſte, 
Ind ſo the grateful unexpected Hour Fo 
df life prolong'd, when come, will pleaſe thee mote, 
hen come and ſee me, now grown plump and fine, 
Vhen you wou'd laugh at one of Epicurus Swine. 
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EPT YT FT 
To his Friend TV O-RQUATUS. 
He invites his Friend to a ſmall Collation. 


you can fit upon a paultry Seat, 

My Friend Terquatus, and endvie to Eat 
bomely Diſh, a Sallad all the Treat: 

it, 1 ſhall make a Feaſt, my Friends invite, 
ad bey thar 1 wou'd Sup with me to Night. 
My | 


7 Lo > 


332 0 RACE 's Bool 


My Liquor flow'd from the Minturni an Vine, 
In Taurus Conſulſhip, tis common Wine; 
If you have better, let your Flasks be ſent; 
Or let what I, the Lord, provide, content. 
My Servants ſweep and furniſh ev'ry Room, 
My Diſhes all are cleans'd againſt you come: 
Forbear thy wanton Hopes, and Toyl for Gain, 
And Meoſchus Cauſe; tis all but idle Pain. 
To Morrow Ceſar's Birth-day comes, to give . 
Releaſe to Cares, and a ſmall time to live. | 
Then we may ſleep till Noon, and gay delight, 
And merry Talk prolong the Summer's Night. 
What is my Wealth, if I muſt always ſpare? 
He that lives Poor, to leave a wealthy Heir, 
18 near a-kin to Mad. I'll Drink and Play, 
Enjoy my ſelf, and fling my Gold away. 
I'll frolick (let the ſparing be thought wiſe) 
Content ro be eſteem'd a Fool for this: 
What Wonders cannot Wine effect, tis free 
Of Secrets, and turns Hope to Certainty; 
Jt puſhes on the unarm'd Man to Wars, 
It frees the troubled Mind from weighty Cares: 
It teaches Arts, it teaches how to Think, 
And what Man is not Eloquent in's Drink? 
And who tho' cramp'd in narrow Want's not fiee? 
Now Vl provide (pray leave that Task to me) 
Pm willing, and Pm fit for ſuch a Care, 
Your Seats ſhall be as clean as any are; 
- Tou 
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our Napkins good, no ſpot ſhall foul the Cloth, 
Whoſe ſight might make you ſnuff your ws and 
loath. 
The Cups well ſcour d, the modeſt Table grace, 
The Diſhes ſhine that you may ſee your Face. 
one ſhall be there that ſhall have trreach*rous Ears, 
d carry o'er our Threſhold what he hears: 
ind that thy Boon Companions may be fit, 
etimius too, and Brutus V1 invites 
nd if no dearer Miſs, or better Feaſt, 
olds Sabin, he ſhall make another Gueſt : 5 
e Room enough, and each may bring his Friends, 
ut Sweat at Tables too much throng'd offends. 
ray ſend Me word what time you will be here, 
ow many Friends you'll bring; forget thy Care, 
and whilſt thy Clients throng about thy Hall, 
teep forth thro' the back Door, and bilk em all. 
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Io his Friend Numicus, where he ſhews 
the Method to gain true Happineſs. 


O admire nothing (as moſt are wont to do) 
It is the only Method that I know, 
To make Men Happy, and to keep 'em ſo. 
ome view this glittering Sun, and glorious Stats, 
And all the various Seaſons free from Fears: 
| Well 


When theſe are view'd with all their gawdy Shoy 


"Now thoſe that fear their Oppoſites, admire [Bro 
Whether one joy, or grieve, or hate, or love, 


Tis all alike if the Event appears, 


Now go, let Gold and Statues charm thine Eyes, 


Whate er's beneath the Ground Age brings to lig 
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Well then, thoſe Gifts of Earth, the Gums and Gal 
Which ſweet Arabia and the Indies hold, 


Applauſe and Office, that miſtaken good, 
That great Preferment of the Ryman Crowd; 


How calm ſhou'd be our Thoughts, how-ſmooth d 


Theſe Toys, as much as he that doth deſire; 
For both ſides fear leſt Things their Hopes deccing 
And both at ſudden Diſappointments grieve, 


Or ſtrive to ſhun, or eagerly approve, hat 


Or worſe, or better, than he Hopes or Fears, 
He ſtands amaz'd with fix'd and ſtaring Eyes, 
His Limbs and Soul grow. ſtiff at the Surprize: 
The Juſt will be Unjuſt, Wiſe void of Wit, 

That ſeek e' en Virtue more than what is fit: 


Dr | 


Go, and admire thy Gems and Tyrian Dyes: 
Rejoice that when you ſpeak Men gaps and val; 
Go to the Court betimes, and come home late; 
Leſt Mutius leap a greater Crop of Corn, 

For ' tis unfit, ſince not ſo nobly Born. 
Rather let him be wonder'd at by you, 

Fhan you by him, *tis better of the two. 


And that will bury too, and hide the bright. 
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then Appius Way, and G rippa's Porch, ſhall knows: 
Ind ſee thee famous, thou mult walk below, 
s Numa; and as Ancus long ago. * 

f rexing Pains thy Sides, or Kidneys tee, 
en ſeek ſome preſent Cure for thy Diſeaſe. 
ou'dſt thou live well? Who not? Then 9 ickly 
nd now ſince Virtue only this can give, ſtrive, 
hen leave thy falſe Delights, and that purſue: 

ut if you think their wild Opinion true, | | 

As heedleſs Minds the vaineſt Things approve) 
That Words make Virtue juſt as Trees a Grove. 
Then follow Wealth, make that thy chiefeſt Care, 
zee none Foreſtal, and none Ingroſs the Fair, 

Dr bate the Prices of thy precious Ware. | 

hen get One thouſand Talents, then one more, 
and then another, and then ſquare the Store; 
For by this Empreſs Wealth is all beſtow'd, 

nich and honeſt Wife, and ev*ry Good, 
Beauty, Friends, and Nobleneſs of Blood. 

ne Rich and Mony'd Man hath ev'ry Grace, 
rerſwaſion in his Tongue, and Venus in his Face. 
he Coppadocian King is poor in Coin, 
'ho' rich in Slaves, let not his Way be thine. 
Lucullus once defir'd to lend the Stage 

A thouſand Suits, ſays, How can ] engage, 

o many) Suits? And yet I'll quickly ſend, 

['s ſearch my Store, and ſee what I can lend : 
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And ſtreight writes word, J have five rbouſund 10 
And they might take as many as they wou d. 
That's an unfutniſh'd Houſe, that Maſter poor, 
Which hath Things neceſlarv, and no more, 
And whoſe ſuperfluous Plenty not deceives, 
And*ſcapes the Maſter's Eye, and profits Thies 
If Wealth can make thee bleſt, and keep thee (oy, 
- Mind it the firſt and the laſt thing you do, 
If Offices, ahd all their gawdy Pride, 

Then buy à witty Slave to guard thy fide; 
To tell thee great Mens Names, and Nobles toy 
And warn thee to bow Popularly low; 

Sir, that's a Lord, and this, Sir's, ſuch a One, 
He bears the greateſt & way in all the Town: 

_ Unleſs you cringe and get his Voice, deſpair, 

His Vote diſpoſes of the Conſul's Chair : 

Sir, as their Tears require, ſome Fathers call, 
Some Sons, and pleaſantly adopt them all. 

If he lives well that eats well, come tis light, 
Let's go, led by our ruling Appetite. 
Let's Fiſh and Hunt as Gargil us'd to do, 
Who ev'ry Morning bad his Servants go, 
With Poles, and Nets, and Spears, and march ale 
The well-fill'd Market - place, and buſie Throng, 
That one of many Mules might carry home 
A Boar, that he had bought, thro' gazing Rome. 
Let's Bath, een whilft the undigeſted Load 
Lyes crude, forgetting what is juſt and good: 

ft 
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it to be wax'd, Ye Mates queright, - 
cho lov'd their Country. leſs than baſe Delight, 
f nothing, as Mimernus ſtrives to prove, 

n cer be pleaſant without wanton Love; 
Then live in wanton Love, thy Sport purſue, 

et that employ thy precious Time; Adieu. 
f you know better Rules than theſe, be free, 
Wenpart them, but if not, uſe theſe with me. 


—_ 
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He excuſeth himſelf for not waiting 
ou Mecznas, 2. Conmends his Gene- 
roſuty. 3 His moderate Deſires. 


* five days time 1 promis'd you, my Lord, 
To be in Town------ 
And yet all Auguſt paſt have broke my Word; 
but, Sir, if you defign that I ſhou'd live, 

hile now I fear I ſhall be ſickly, give 
That Pardon to me which you wou'd allow, 
duppoſe, my Lord, I were already ſo: 
While Autumn burns, and Dog-ftars Beams do rage, 
e all Diſcaſes that attend on Age 
ure waiting now upon the aged Year, 
WV bile frequent Mourners in ſad Pomp appear, 

d careful Parents for their Children fear. 

- When 
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When each Officious Viſit ſurely kills, 
It raiſeth Feavers and unſeals our Wills; 
If Winter's ſharp,and ſpreads theFields with Snows, 
Down to the warm Sea fide thy Poet goes, ; 
There ſtudy little, and take ſoft Repoſe. 
And then when Spring returns, and Swallows come, 
PII ſee you, if you pleaſe, my Lord, at Rome. 
2. Your Kindneſs makes me rich, unlike to their 
Who thus invite their Gueſts to eat their Pears, 
Come pray Sir eat, Sir, Im content with theſe; 
Then pray, Sir, take as many as you pleaſe: 
Your little Boys will eat them, tho? but ſmall, 
Thanks, Sir, as much as if I took them all : | 
Then pray, Sir, take them, yet as you think fit, 
But all the Pears you leave my Hogs muſt eat: 
Fools only give what they do ſcorn and hate, 
This Seed ſtill hath, and ſtill will bear ingrate: 
But when the wiſe Men and the good beſtow, 
Tho” they true worth, from bare pretences know, 
They tell you, you deſerv'd it long ago. 
If you ou d have me ſtill attend your Train, 
Reſtore my Vigour and my Youth again: 
My curl'd black Locks ſpread o'er my narrow Fat, 
' Reſtore my merry Talk, and ſmiggng Grace; 
And make me fit again for Loves Deſign, 
And 1 mourn coy Cnera oer a Glaſs of Wine. 
Aa hungry Fox when pinch'd for want of Meat 


| Crept chro? a little hole to heaps of Wheat, 
Au 
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ind there well filPd he wou d return again 
hro' the ſame chink; he ſtrove, bur ſtrove in vain: 
When lo the Weeſel ery d, Abſurd deſign, 
ax, jou were thin and lean when you Lot in, 
nd if you would get ont be quite as thin. 
this apply d to me? I now reſtore 
he Gifts that came from you, and ask no more. 
he common People's ſleep I do not praiſe, 
uſe full my ſelf and ſure of happy Days. 
Wor wou'd 1 ſell my Freedom and my Eaſe, * 
pt lich Arabia, or the richer Seas. 
Lord Mecanas, you do oft admire 
nd praiſe the Modeſty of my Deſire, 
u King and Fat her I do oft confeſs, 
hen preſent, and when abſent ſpeak no leſs: 
oy try if I can quietly reſign ; 
hate er I have, be poor, and not repine: 
abus ſaid well, a barren place 
e, unfit for Herſe, it yields no Graſs; 
rs it ſpread into a ſpacious Plain. 
1. take your Preſents back again: 
ran Things do ſuit mean Men: Unmoy'd I ſee . 
ms Pomp and State, they are no Charms to me, 
t unfrequented 7omr's quiet eaſe, - 
e ſhady Plains, and ſoft Tirentum pleaſe. 
lip the Famous Lawyer coming home, . © , 
id as he walk'd the tedious Streets of Remez 
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Now old, complaining, from his Houſe ro Com Wi” 
Did ſeem a tedious way, tho” once but Hort) 
He ſaw a ſpruce neat Fellow of the Town 
' Paring his Nails hard by, and all alone. 
Demetrius (he then waired on his Lord) 
Go quickly, run, enqu ire and bring me word, 
Who that Mun is, what Trade, and what Eſtate, 
Tho is his Patron, go, and tell me ſtraigbi. 
He runs, comes back, and ſays; the Man by Nate 
Vulteius Mena ſpotleſs in his Fame, 
By Trade a Cryer, his Eſtate but ſmall, 
Enough for Nature's Wants, and that's his All. 
Now takes his Eafe, and now his Game putſues 
Knows how to get him Wealth, and how to uſe, 
His Friends, his Equals, and his Houſe his own; 
And when his Bus'neſs and his Cares are gone, þ 
Hie freely takes the Pleaſures of the Town. 
Well, I mnſt talk with him, gn» ftreight invite, 
Go tell him he muſt Sup with me to Night, 
He went, but Mena fcarce believes the Boy, 
Silently wondcing betwixt Fear and Joy: 
At laſts pleads buſineſs : What, am I deny'd? 
Yes he denies you out of Fear, or Pride: 
Next Morning early Philip chanc'd to meet 
Vlteius, ſelling Toys about the Street. 
He comes up to him there, arid kindly faid, 
Good-morgow, firſt. Aena excus'd his Trade, 
-The Clog that hindred that he did not wait 
This Morning early at his Worſkip's Gate; 


— 
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and laſtly that he had not ſeen him firſt. 
Says Philip, if you'll Sup with me to Night, 
I will forgive you: Sir, what you think fit: 
uait en yen; Then come at Thiee, he ſaid; 
zeſure you come, now go, and mind your Trade. 
ne came and Supp d, and Talk d, and, well content 
He thank d his Worſhip, and away he went. 
hen after this he was obſery'd to wait, 
And often come to taſte the treach*rous Bait. 
Exch Morn a Client, and a Gueſt at Noon; 
One Feaſt, when no Court buſineſs cou'd be dane, 
WHis Patron ask'd him to ride out a Town: 
He yields, and mounted on a ſtately Horle, 
He entertains him with a long Diſcourſe ; 
The Saline healthy Air, and fruit ful Field 
de praiſeth; Philip ſaw his dtift and ſmil'd, 
And ſo to end the Talk, and make more (| port, 
e gives him, (and to cut the Story ſhort) 
Lends him two hundred Pounds; and then perſwades, 
To buy a Farm, and leave his former Trades; | 
le takes the Counſel, buys, and leaves the Town n 
uts off the modiſh Spark, and turns a Clown: 
Talks nothing but of Furrows, and of Vines, 
mprovement of his Land, and ſuch Deſigns: 
Wc minds his Trees, and takes a World of Pains 
rows Grey upon his Cares, and thoughts of Gain 
ut when his Sheep were loſt he knew not how, 
5 Goars Diſeas d, His Corn ie fus'd to grow, 
\nd lab ring Oxen dy d beneath the Plough: 
Q 3 Vex'd 
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Vex'd at the various loſs, away he goes, 
At midnight, in a Rage, to Philip's Houſe; - 
When Philip ſaw him haſtily appear, | 
Deform'd and rough his Face, untrim'd his Hair; 
Mena, ſays he, Ton ſpend your ſelf with care. 
Good Patron, he cry'd out in wild afftight, 
Pray call me Wretch, if you wou'd call me right; * 
By thee, by all that's good, and all that's dea, 
By all you love, my Lord, and all you fear, 

I beg your Pity; caſe my vexing Pain, 

And turn me to my former Life again. 

He that bath once perceiv'd the treach'rous Bait, 
And how his firſt excells his preſent Stare, 

Let him return unto his former Care, 

And follow what he left; tis juſt and fair, 

By our own Foot to meaſure what we are. 


EPIST. VIII. 
To his Friend CELSUS 


He complains of the Sickneſs of his Mu 
and gives his Friend Advice, 


O prithee, Muſe, my loving Thoughts exprth 
And wiſh my Celſus Health and Happineſs: 
And if by chance he asks thee how I do, 
Tell him I make a Noile, a gawdy ſhow ; 
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I promiſe mighty Things, I nobly ſtrive; 
Yet ſay what ill, unpleaſant Life I live: 
Not'ca.iſe the Hail doth break my Vines, or + heat 
My Cori, nor cauſe my Olives ſhriak with beat; 
Or Herbs grow ſickly. in my Foreign Plain; 
No, but becauſe my Soul is vex'd with Pain, 
(The Body found} it is a ſharp Diſeaſe, 
And yer 1 can't eadure to hear of Eaſe: 
] form at my Phyſician, hate my Friend, 
Becauſe they ſtrive to wake my drowſie Mind: 
What's good Ihate, and what will hurt approve, 
Unſettled fill, and as wild Fancies rove, 
At Thber, Rome, at Rome I Tyber love. Foo 
Then ask him how he doth with his Command; 
( aud how he pleaſeth Claudins,and his Band; 
( If he ſays well, then firſt be ſure rejoice, 
Aud after with a ſmall inſtructive Voice 
iafaſe this Precept at his lining Ear, 
We will bear you, as you your Fortune bear. 


EP LS EF: a. 
He Commends his . Septimus 70 
Claudius Nero. 


I Think my Friend, my Dear Septimius, knew 
How great an Intereſt, Sir, 1 have in you; 

For he {till asks and begs me as a Friend, 

Ke importunes me that I wou'd Commend, 

Q 4 And 
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And bring him to your Service; he is fit 

For Nere's Train and Love, who does admit 

None but good Men, and Men of Senſe and Wit. 
He thinks me Intimate, my Intereſt good, 

And more than I my {elf er underſtood: 

1 long deny'd, a thouſand tricks I us'd, | 
And urg d a thouſand things to be excugd; 
But fearing I ſhou'd feem too ſhy, to own 
My row'r with yon, kind to my felf alone, 
And ſcandals of a worſer fault prevent, 

Fm turn'd, my Lord, a modeft Impudent, 

I boldly ask; now if you dare Commend 

My boldneſs in the Serviee of my Friend, 


Accept Septimius, let him fill your Train, 
I promiſe him a ſtout and honeſt Man. 


3 


rr. X. 
To bis Friend Fuscus AR 15$TIUs, 


9 8 Prefers. the Country before the City, 
2. The Covetous muſt be Slaves. 


; LL. Health 1 Lover of the Country ſend 
A 10 Fuſcus, the gay City's greateſt Friend; 
Brothets in all things elſe, what one approves, 
Or flies, the other likewiſe hates or loyes, 

We Nod together like old zcquaiuted Doves. 
Aul 
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And now we diſagree in this alone, | £ 
Our humours differ here; you love the Town, 

And 1 the pleaſant Plains, and -purling Flood, 

The Graves, and moſſy Banks, and ſhady Wood. 

In mort, I live, I Reign, ſince Pm retir d, 

Rom that which you as much as Heav*n admir'd. 
Like one at laſt from the Pricfts ſervice fled, 
„Loathing the hony'd Cakes, I long for Bread: 
Do you a Life to Nature's Rules deſign, 

And ſeek ſome fit Foundation to begin, 

Some Baſis where this happy Frame to raiſe? 

The quiet Country is the fitteſt place. 


E Where is the Winter's Cold more mild than here? 


And when the Sun aſcends, and burns the Year, 
Where does a more delightful Wind aſſwage 

The furious 'Dog-ſtaxs, or the Lions rage? 

or where do envious Cares break fewer Dreams? 


Do Flowers ſhine leſs, ox ſmell leſs ſweet than Gems? 


Are Streams more pure that Leaden Pipes convey,” 


Than thoſe fair Springs that with their wanton play, 


And gentle murmurs, eat their eaſie Way? 
Fen midſt our Palaces we plant a Grove, — 
And Gardens dreſs; our Care ſhows what we love: 
That Houſe is moſt eſteem'd, he wiſely builds 
That hath a Proſpect to the open Fields. 
Strive to expel ſtrong Nature, tis in vain, 
With doubled force he will return again, 
Aud conquering zife above the, proud diſdain, * 

g Qs5 Not 
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Not thoſe that drive a Trade in Tyrian Dyes, 
ret know not Counterfeits, nor how to prize; 
More vexing and more certain Cheats purſue, 
Than thoſe that can't diſtinguiſh falſe from true, 


- .” Thole whom the Smiles of Fate too much delight, 
Their ſudden Frowns more ſhake and more aftright 
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What you admire, you will be loath to loſe; 
Greatneſs and Fortune's gilded ſnares refuſe: 
« An humble Roof, plain Bed, and humble Board; 
« More clear and more untainted ſweets afford, 


* Than all the Tumult of vain greatneſs brings, 


To Kings, or the ſwoln Favourites of Kings: 
2. Both fed together, till with injur'ous force, 
The ffouter Deer expelPd the weaker Horſe; 
He beaten, flies to Man to right his Cauſe, 
Begs help, and takes the Bridle in his Jaws. | 
«Yet tho' he Conquer'd, tho? he rul'd the Plain, 
He bore the Rider ftill, and felt the Rein. 
Thus the mean Wretch, that fearing to be poor, 
Doth ſell his Liberty for meaner Ore: 

Muſt bear a Lord, he muſt be till a Slave, 
That cannot uſe rhe little Nature gave. 

Him whom his Wealth doth not exactly fit, 
Whole Stores too cloſely, or too looſely fit, 
Like Shoes ill made and faulty, if too great 
They overturn; and pinch him if too ſtrait. 
Content, Ariſtius, with thy preſent ſtore, 
Thou wilt live wiſely and not wiſh for more; 
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And let me prithee feel thy ſharp reproof, 

If I hall ſtrive for more than juſt enough. 

Mony muſt rule, or muſt obey the Mind, 

More fit for Service than for Rule deſign' d. 

Behind Vacuna's Fane theſe Lines I drew; 

Well pleas'd with ev'ry thing, but wanting you. : 


— 4 
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0 hee Friend Bullatus, who had been 
Travelling ; That Happineſs may be 
had any where. 


— 


[> Vilatus, how did pretty. Samos ſhow, 
0 Chics and ſtately Sardis, let me know, 

they are ſuch as Fame reports, or no? S 
dr can you find more pretty things at home? 
re all theſe Places mean compar'd to Rome? 
dr elle doth fome Attalian City pleaſe, 
dr Lebedus, where tir'd with boiſProus Seas, AF. 
ad tedions Roads, you firſt ſat down to Eaſe? D 
o Deſart Lebedus contains but few, . 
Ind lets than Gabii or Fidenæ knew. 
et there my days I with Conteut con'd ſpend, | 
orget, and be forgot by ev'ry Friend. 
here afe at ſhore ſ-e Winds and Storms engage, 
ad ſmile from Land at diſtant Neptune s Rage: 

But 
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But he that comes to Rowe thro? Rain and Mie, 

Wou'd not live always by a Kitchin Fire. 

And he that's cold commends not Barhs and Hay, 

As if they made a happy Life compleat. 15 
Nor *cauſe Storms toſs ſhouꝰ dſt thou ſtrait ſeek thy 

And fell thy Ship beyond g. aan Seas. 

Fair Mtelene will prove as great a good 

To Men of ſober Minds, as Hber's Flood 

To Swimmets, when cold Winds ſeverely blos, 

As Freeze in Summer, Silks in Froſt and Snoy, 

While Fortune ſmiles, and gives thee happy day 

Chios at Rome, and abſent Samo: praiſe. 

Take thankfully thoſe hours the Gods ſhall git; 

Uſe while you may, and be not flow. to live. 

For if tis Reaſon, and not change of Air, 

That brings ſoft Reſt, and frees our Souls from Cu 

| Thoſe that beyond-Sea go ſhall ſadly find, 

They change their Climate only, not their Mind 

A buſie Idleneſs deſtroys our Eaſe, 

We Ride and Sail to ſeek for Happineſs. 

Tet what we ſeck with ev'ry Tide and Wind, 

We can elen here, or at Ulubra find, 

If we can have but a contented Mind. 
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. Deſires his Friend Iccius #0 be content. 
2, Commends Pompey Groſphus 1 
him. 3. Tells how the Affairs in Ita 
ly tand. 


Ir You can uſe Azrippe's yalt Eſtate, 

| Which now you manage, tis the height of Fate, 
ot Jove himſelf cou'd give a greater ſtore, 
Tho grown profuſe; my Friend complain no more, 
He that hath things for uſe is never poor. 4.0 
If thou haſt cleanly Food and 'Cloaths enow, 
What more than this can kingly . 
If at full Tables tor'd with dainty Meat 
Tou can contain, and Herbs and- Mallows eat, 
Thus thou wilt live, if prodigal of her ſtore, 
The Golden Streams of Fortune gild thee o'er; |, 
Cauſe Mony cannot Nature's Rampideface, 
And all things you below true Virtue place: 
Why mou'd we wonder, is it ſtrange to find, 
Democritus grown poorer, while his Mind | 
Was gone abroad, and left this Limbs behind? 
While you rhro' clogs of Gain can nobly climbs 
And midſt dull Auariee think on things Sublime? 
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What bounds the zaging Sca, what rules the Year, 


Whether by their own force the Plancts-orr, 
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Or ſome ſuperior Guide; what | preads. the Night} 


What hidesthe Moon ? What fills her Face with Light 


What diſagreeing Seeds of Things can make, 


The Stoicks or Empedocles miſtake. 
What- ever Life you live, or fiſhes dreſs'd, 


Or Lecks and Onions kill'd do make your Feaſt ( 


2. Bekind, let Pompey Greo/phus be your Guell, 
What he fhall ask (he'll ask but little) grant, 


Friends are in ſmall Eſteem where good Men want. 
3. But now to tell how Rome's Affairs do ſtand, 


Cantabria yields to ſtout Agrippa's Hand; 
Armenia, Claudius Nero's Courage feels, 
The haughty. Parthian now to Ceſar kneels: 
And golden Plenty with a bounteous Hand, 
Rich Harveſts _— ſcatters Oer our Land. 


— IST 
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To bie Friend Vinnius Aſella, about pre- 


Semting his Books to — 


8 I advis'd you oft before you went, 
+I beg thee Vinnius now my Books preſent - 
To Ceſar, Seal'd; when vexing Cares are fled, 
If well, if merry, if he asks to read: 
Leſt over · buſie in thy kind Deſigus, | 
| You chuſe ill Hours, and make him hate my Lines 


But 


4 
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put if the Pack ſhall pinch thee throw it down. 
Refuſe to bear it, and the weight di ſown, 

Rather than having paſt the tedious Road, 

hy Saddle ſhake, aud ſtrive to caſt the Load; 

and thus make good thy Father's ancient Name, 

be Aſs indeed, a publick Talk and Shame: 

ith-all thy ſtrength o'er Lakes and Mountains 
Tun, | [Town, 
And when thoſe 8 are paſt you reach the 

ake heed, and what you bring diſcloſe to none: 

de hy, and cautious, nor my Books proclaim, 
Nor bear them as a Ruſtick wou'd a Lamb: 
nder thy Arm, as if thy Hands were full, 

as drunken P hia carries pilfer'd Wooll: 

As when invited to his Landlord's Houſe, , 

\ Country Tenant bears his Hat and Shoes: 
Proclaim not that you ſweat thoſe Lines to bear, 
Which will detain Great Caſar's Eyes and Ear; 
Make all the haſte my eager Wiſh requires, 
Farewell, take heed you Anſwer my Deſires. 


EPIS T. NAV» 


bis Steward, that he prefers the Co 0un- 
try before the City, aud why. 


o Steward of my Woods and pleaſant Plain, 


Which when 1 reach, I am — ſelf again: 
Con- 


Ss ; bd | S & 
Contemn'd'by you, tho' it hath kept alone, 
Five andient Dwellens, and is often known, E 

To ſend five Senators to Baria's Town. | 

Come, now tis time, let's fee which of the tue, 
I from my Mind, or from my Paſtures you, 

Can pluck Thorns beſt, and which-is better Till'd, 

And which is better, Horace, or his Field: 

Tho? Lamia's Piety, and mournful Cate, 
That weeps his Brother's Fate, detains me here: 

Yet ſtill my Mind's abroad, my Soul doth ſtrive 

To break the Bars, and get free Room to live, 

1 praiſe the Country, you the happy Town: 

He that loves others States diſlikes his own: 
We blame the Places, both deceiv'd and Fools, 
ris undeſerv'd, the fault is in aur Souls. 

Our Souls that are their on Companions ſtill, 

And groan beneath their Native load of Ill: 

In Town your Wiſhes beg d the Fields and Plain, 

A Farmet now you ask the Town again. 

I conſtant to my ſelf part griev'd from home, 

When hated Buſineſs forces me to Rowe. 

We two do very different Things admire, 

We widely diſagree in our deſire. 

What you call lonely Melancholy Seats, | 

A Man of my Opinion, as he hates 

What you think fair, accounts them fineRetreats 


The Oily Ox4naries, the Stews do move 
Thy Windes fot the Town, they raiſe thy Lore. * 
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d cauſe my little Farm doth bear no Vine, 

ut Frankincenſe, 1 fee thy wild Defign : 

o neighb'ring Tavern there to fell thee Wine; 
o yanton Songſtreſs there to pleaſe thy Seple, h 
knd raiſe thy heavy Limbs into a Dance: 

Yet thou doſt Labour, thou doſt Toyl and Sow, 
ad break thy Fields, that never felt the Plough: 
et you take Cate, you, waſh my bleating Flocks, 
ad gather Boughs to feed my weatied Ox. 

And if the River mn above the Bound, 

woln big with Rain, you raiſe a ſtronger Mound, 
ind teach it to forbear the Meadow Ground. 

ow why theſe things fo differently appear 

o us, and what divides our Fanctes, hear; 
that loy'd all the Frolicks of the Town, 
ul'd powder'd Locks, a fine and gawdy Gown: 
hat pleas d coy Cynera without a price, 

hat loy'd Debauch, and courted ev*ry Vice, 

ow like ſhort Suppers, and at civil Hours, 

nd Sleep by purling Streams, on Banks of Flow x8. 
ice to be wild is no ſuch foul diſgꝛace, 

Jut tis ſo ſtill to run the frantick Race : 
here on my Joys no Squint-ey*'d Envious wait, 

one flows, none looks aske w, no ſecret hate, 


ith venom'd Tooth doth bite. My a 
ume, 


| 
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o ſee me buſy at my little Toil. 

ut you had rather be remoy*d to Ton, 

hat way your Mind and eager Wilkes run: 
| The 
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The City Slaves, the while the Country love, 
And envy thee, thy Garden and thy Grove: 


The Ox the Saddle asks, the Aſs the Plough, 
Let All (that's beſt) purſue the Arts they knoy, 


E PIST. XV. 
To his Friend Vala, inquiring what ben 
have in the place whither he deſign 
retire for his Health. 


Ear Vala prithee quickly ſend x me Word, 

* Whar Velia, what Salernum can afford; 
How hot the inter; If the Air bezood ; py 
What manner'd Men live there; And what's i 
(True, my Phyſician tells me 1 may uſe 


The Bajan Baths, but thoſe their help refuſe, 


Becauſe in Winter cooler Streams I chuſe. 


That 1 ſhould leave their Groves, their Sulphum 


Stream, / 
So fam'd for curing knotty Gouts, contemn; 


The whole Town mourns, and curſes the Diſeaſe, 
That makes us ſeck the (luſian Springs for Eaſe: 


That makes us leave her Groves, her waumerSd 
For unfrequented Gaby's cool Retreat. 

To change my Station now 1 muſt begin, 

And force my Horſe beyond my uſual Inn: 


So ho, where now, the angry Riders fay, 
And Rifly pull the Rein, that's not the wey, 


\ 


Job I. EPISTLES 85 
'm not for Bay or cume: and then they ſooth, 
But bridled Horſes Ears are in their Mouth) 

hich yields the moſt, and which the ſweeteſt Grain; 
Whether they ſet out Tubs to catch the Run, 
or elſe have conſtant Springs, their Water clear, 
For I don't like the Wine they fancy there: 
Tue, when at home, then any Drink will pleaſe, 
But when 1 go abroad to take my Eaſe, 


njoy Seas armt h, my Thoughts from Cares reprieve, | 


My Liquor muſt be good, if I wou d live: 
ach as will fill my Veins with gen'rous fire, 
ring certain Hopes of Health, and Thoughts infpire 
uch as may make my wanton Wiſhes riſe, 
nd ſhow me young aud grateful to my Miſs :) 
here moſt Hares run, moſt Bores infeſt the Plains, 
hich Sea moſt Oyſters, which moſt Fiſh contains, 
hat while 1 live I may be plump and gay; 
ſou Write me Word, I'll credit what yon ſay: 
Menivs when all his little Lands were gone, 
| looſely ſpent, and he a Man o'th* Town; 
Bully, at no certain Board he din'd, 
ſo Houſe to lodge, but rail'd at Foe and Friend; 
| bitter Rogue to jeer, and ſharp to feign, 
vere to ſcandalize; the very Bane 
nd Ruin of the Shambles ; what he got 
e lw2llow'd ; all went down his greedy Throat. 
e when his Cheats not anſwer'd his Deſires, 
hen little came from Fops, and bubbl'd Squires, 
Wou' d 
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The ſafe and little Store, and how approve! 


None live fo well, none take ſuch ſoft Repoſe. 


1. To his Friend Quintus, 4 Deſcripti 


— nw 
J — 


| \ 5 ; ; 
III tell you what it is, and how it lies. 


Wou'd feed on Guts, and on the vileſt Meat, 
Swallewing as much as three large Bears could ow 
Aud ſaber la, while thus be hardiy fur d, 
Wou'd have, fonſooth, the Spend-vbrifis Bellies ſear; 
Yet the ſame Menius when. his gains were mote, 
And on his Gut he waſted all his Store, 
Turn'd all to Smoak and Aſhes, us'd to cry, 
No Wonder, Faith, to ſee that Men feed bich, © 
When ut the World à fairer Sight can fhow, 
Than the large pickled Belly of 4 Faw. 

I'm juſt like him, when poor, Oh how I love 


When rich, then thoſe are bleſt, and only thole F 
Whoſe ttately Houſe their hidden Tieaſure om 


— 
bs. 


s . XVI. 


of hes little Farm. 2. Advice concerm 
a ha Life, 
8 250 Fi, til 
I. S K me not, Nuiutus, what my Fam G00 
Whether tis Hay or Cern that crownsll 
Field; 


A Ridge of Bills a ady Vale divides | 
And takes the j Suns kind Rays on both her $i 


Jon L EPISTLES 38 
he right Hand opens to the riſing Day, | 

he left Hand gently takes the ſetting Ray; 

ou like the Clime: If ev'ry Hedge that grows 
oth bluſk in Cornoils, or doth mourn in $loes,/ 
Beechen Groves and fruitful Oaks afford 
eat for my Cattle, Shades for me their Lord, 

ou'd think Tarentows pleaſant Fields remove 

o wait on me, and ſpread a fliady Grove. 
pleaſant Spring, almoſt a River flows, 

ot Heber's Streams the Thyracian Fields incloſe 


ro purge the Stomach good, and cleanſe the Head. 
heſe/pleaſant (nay tis true) theſe ſweet Rerreats, 
eferve my Health amidſt the Summers Hears. 
„And you live well, if what Fame ſays be true, 
or all admize, and Rome doth boaſt of you. 

She calls you happy, but, my Friend, I fear 

ſon more believe what others ſay you are, 

Than what you know your ſelf ! 

ſeem none happy but the Wiſe and Good; 


That you look well, diſſemble thy Diſeaſe, 

fit down to feaſt, and give it time to ſeize, 
Until it ſhakes, and thou canſt eat no more: 

Tis feoliſm Shame to hide a feſt' ting Sore. | 
duppoſe one ſpeaks of Wars and noble Fights, 
nd with thele Words thy * Ears delights: 


With Waves more cool and clear; the Waters ſpread - 


Nor when you're flatter'd by the heedleſs Crowd 


Jove ; 
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HRE Boot 
Jove who for Jo u, and for the people Cares, 
Leaves ſtill in doubt whoſe Safety moſt prefer, 
The People: yours, or elſe the People's you, 

Doſt ſee this Praiſe is only Ceſar's due: 

' Yet when they call thee Good, canſt thou agree? 
Canſt thou conſent that That belongs to thee? 
por you and I both love the Crowd ſhou'd ſay 
That we are good, but what thar gives to Day, 
To Morrow if it pleaſe it takes away : 

As. when it Offices on Fools beſtows, 

They call them back, and ſcorn the Man they choſe: 
Lay down, tis ours, they cry; I lay it down 
Poor naked Wretch, and griev'd depart, and frown: 
The ſame crowd calls me Thief, they paſs a Vote 
That Im unc haſt, or cut my Father's Throat; 
And with falſe Scandals bite me; muſt 1 fear, 
Muſt 1 look pale for this? Or ſhed a Tear! 
Falſe Honours pleaſe, and falſe Reports diſgrace 
And Trouble, whom? The vicious and the baſe: 
Who then is Good? Why he that keeps the Laus, 

And ancient Rites; whoſe Word ſecures a Cauſe: 

Who reconciles his Neighbours, free from Stiife, 
And ſeems to lead a fair and honeſt Life: 

Yet all his Neighbours know him baſe within, 

His Out-ſide's fair, his In-fide's black with Sin. 

Suppoſe my Slave ſhou d ſay, I neither fly, 

Nox ſteal: Well, thou haſt thy Reward, ſay I, 


ant not ſcourg d, I never kill'd a Man, 

ll, thow ſhalt not be hang d, or torn with Pain, 
am thrifty, honeſt, good, and wiſe, 

fluß cannot grant it, nay denies : 

2 ; crafty Foxes dread the ſecret Snare, 

e Kite and Hawk, altho' the Bait be fair, 
never ſtoop where they ſuſpect a Gin; 

e Good for Virtues's ſake abhor a Sin. 

fear of Puniſhment reſtrains thy Will, 

je Leave, how eagerly wow dſt thou be ill? 
poſe you ſteal few Grains from ſtores of Wheat, 
e Loſs, tis true, is leſs, the Crime's as great: 
e Man that's honeſt in the People's Eyes, 
gen- e er he kills a coſtly Sacrifice, 

ig or Bull, and while his Vows are good, 

vlle, Janus bear, he prays aloud. ; 
mumurs ſoftly, to be heard afraid, 

1, Good Laverna hear me, grant me Aid 

ſuch a Cheat, let all believe me Good, 

me ſcem juſt and honeſt to the Crowd, 

a ver my Cheats and Forgeries ſpread a Cloud. 
are the Covetous than Slaves more free, 

at baſely ſtoop for ey*ry Pin they ſee, 

't imagine. He that ſtill doth crave. 

fear, and he that fears muſt be a laue: 

he hath loſt his Arms, and baſely. fled, 

t Vutues Camp, and all her Laws betray'd; 


* 


5 That's 
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36 HORACE'"s Bock 
That's eager to be rich, that ſtrives for more, 
nl Goes on, and dies beneath the weighty Store; 
_  Fotbcar to kill the Captive thou canſt ſell, 
ill His Work will bring thee Gain, he' Il ſerve thee ul 
Whether he Tills thy Field, or feeds thy Shey, 
Or Sails, and Winters in the raging Deep: 
A Man that's Good and Wiſe will boldly fay, 
Mell Penthous King of Thebes, Why this Delay? 
Pray what muſt 1 expe? What maſt I fear, 
Mat andeſeru d maſt I be furc'd to bear? 
I'll rake away thy Goods: My Flocks, my Land, 
Tes may, tis ſubjeft all to your Command: | 
Pl! chain and rob thee of thy Liberty, 
Ab, God, when-eer I pleaſe, will: ſet me free: 
1 think 1 know what theſe his Words deſign, 
I'll die, of things Death is the utmoſt Line, 


"BEIST.. XVL 
Adviſeth his Friend Scæva 20 chuſe, a 


' how to behave himſelf in the Graf 
Mens Acquaintance. 
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H o' Scæva thou haſt Wit enough to chu 


1 The Great Mens Fayour, and art skill'd tofu! 
1 Yet hear what thy unskilful Friend can ſay, imi 
. | As if one blind pretends to ſhow the way 3 ut f 
_ - Yet fee a while if what is fairly ſhown | he 
de good, and ſuch as you may make your own: 


* 
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ou delight | in Eaſe, and quiet Joys, 
e cacling Coaches, and the Tavern's Noiſe 
piſturbs thee, Scava, then refuſe the Charms 
pf Greatneſs, live upon thy little Farms; 
« For Pleaſures do not follow only Wealth: 
Vor lives he ill, that lives and dies by ſtealth: 
: But if you love to aim at nobler Ends, 
xd wou'd be able to aſſiſt your Friends, 
Live well thy ſelf, and better thy Eſtate, 
Now thou art dry, go ſoak upon the Fat: 
If Ariſtippus patiently cou'd Dine | 
on Herbs, he wou'd the Courts of Kings decline: 
f he that cenſures me knew How to uſe 
Fhe Courts of Kings, he wou'd his Hetbs refuſe: | 
ow which of theſe you think is beſt, declare; 
dr elſe, my Junior you, with Patience hear 
Why Ariſtippas Humour's beſt ; for thus | 
e bob'd the Cynick, as the Story goes: | 
for my ſelf, to pleaſe the People you 
reak Jeſts; my way's the better of the two: 
make my Court, am free from fear or force; 
[0 carry me the King provides a Horſe, 
hile you beg ſcraps; and tho you boaſt you live, 


nd nothing want, are leſs than thoſe that giver” 5 


Fortune fitted Ariſtippus well, 
iming at greater, pleas'd with what befel: 
ut for the nick, I ſhou'd think it ſtrange, 
| be cou'd look but comely in a Change: 
R The 
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But Purple, or a Gown of Cloth of Gold, 
The other hates, and he will die with Cold, 


To pleaſe the Great is not the ſmalleſt Praiſe, 
. Not all can go to Corinth now-a-days ; 


Or Virtne is a Show, an empty Name, 
Or he that tries, walks right to Wealth and Fame. 


Gets more than him that makes a loud Complaut 


Tet that's the chiefeſt meaſure how to live: 


| "And yet not yields enough to keep me well 


Fs i * 


3% HORACE: Boer 


The one will not expect a purple Coat, 

But howſoeyer cloath*d, he walks about, 
Thro Court and Town, and with a decent An, 

In either Habit neatly acts his Part: 


Unleſs you will his tatter'd Rags reftore; . - 
Go give him Rags, and let the Fool be poor: 
To War, and Triumphs near Jeve's glorious Throw 
®Tis all Divine, tis Cæſar's work alone: 


He never ſtrives that doth deſpair to gain, 

Well, doth he bravely act that doth obtain! 
Yet here, or no where, we may hope to find 
What we defire: By one the weight's declin'd, { 
Too great for his ſmall Strength, and little Mind: ( 
Another ventures, takes, and bears the ſame, 


The Man that's filent, nor proclaims his Want, 


It differs whether fairly you receive, | 
Or rudely ſnatch the things the Great can gire, 


My Mother's poor, my Farm's too mean to {el!, 
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Loox I. EPISTLES ͤ 7 
Neice a Portion wants, my Fortune's lowz | 
e that ſays thus, he cries aloud, Beſtow : 
nd when he hath it, others riſe and ſay, 
vide the Booty, we will ſhare the Prey; 
t cou'd the talking Crow in quiet eat, 

is Envy had been leſs, but more his Meat: 
ſmall Retainer in a Noble's Train ey: 

o fair Surrentum, t hat doth ſtill complain, 
be Road is bal, it Rains, tis very Colds 

V Cheſt is vifled, and I ve loſs my Gold; | 
bes like the Jilting Whores that often mourn, - * 
% me! my Garter*s loſt, my Hood is torn, 
nil at laſt, unheeding the Complaint, 
ſe give no credit to their real want: © 7 
Man that hath been once abus'd grows ſhy, 

views a Cripple with an heedleſs Eye; 
or lends a helping Hand, althe* he ſwears 
Ii, ſoft'ning ev'ry Oath with Tears, 5 
lieve me Pm no Cheat, and ſadly cries, | | 
Ouel, help the Lame: The Crowd replies, | 
d ſeck a Stranger to believe thy Lyes. IJ 
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% HORACE" Boon 
E PLS T. XVIII. 
Jo bis Friend LOLLIVus. 


| Advice to his Friend how to behave hin 
1 ſelf, and get the Love of all, 
=_ REE Lollius, if I rightly hit thy Mind, | 


pn — RES —— DIES 
* E „ 


Co 


1 


2 


You will be always ſuch as you pretend, 
Not prove a Flatterer, and profeſs a Friend: 
For Friends and faithleſs Flatterers differ more, 
Than a chaſt Matron and a common W hote. 
But ſtay my Friend, there is another vice 
Juſt oppoſite, and almoſt worſe than this: 

* A Clowniſh Koughneſs, and unkindly cloſe, 
Unfriendly, tiff, and peeviſhly moroſe; 
Which doth commend her ſelf and ſtrive to plea 
With blackiſh Teeth, ſtret ch d Skin and Ruſtick dre 
It prides its ſelf, and wou'd be thought to be 
Clean perfect Virtue, and meer Lib&ty, _ 

" Virtue doth Vice, as two Extreams, divide, 
Dran up from both, and leans te neither Side. 

This headlong to obey at ev'ry Feaſt, 

I To pleaſe the great Ones jeers the meaner Guel, 

The rich Man's Nod doth ſo ſeverely dread, 

Corre&s himſelf, and takes up what he ſaid, 

As if you heard a trembling School-boy ſay x 

His Part, or the Rehearſal of a Play. a 

That ſtrives for Trifles, and for Toys contends, 

He is in earneſt, what he ſays, defends: 


8 Wo. * 
300 K I, EDPISTLES. 355 
That I ſhow'd not be truſted right or wrong, 8 
r be debarr' d the freedom of my Tongue; "0p 4 
nd rot baw! what I pleaſe! To part with this 250 
think another Life too mean a price. | 

he Queſtion is, Pray what ? Why which can boaſt 
dr Docilis or Caſtor's knowing moſt, 

dr whether thro' Numicum beet as good 

0 fair Brunduſium, as the App an Road: 
Vhom coſtly wenching, or a gawdy Whore, | 
Ir whom the Race, whom Dice makes quickly poor 

dr who's a Fop, and who perfumes his Hair, 

hrs finer dreft than his Eſtate will bear; 3 PET 
ho for meer thirſt of Gold doth gather ſtore, 

nd who out of pure fear of being poor: 

by rich Friend better ſtor'd in all Defects 

nd Vice than Thee, or hates Thee or corre&s, 

Ind as good Mothers he will oft adviſe, 

wiſh you'd be more Virtuons and more Wiſe 

han I my ſelf am now, I vow 1 do; © 

nd faith, to ſpeak' the truth, moſt times tis ſo. 

ly Wealth will bear my Folly (ceafe to ſtrive 

ith me) Sir, you have ſcarce enough to tive; 

ntratt your Vices, Sir, forbear to vie 

u muſt not take ſo great a range as 1. 

he Man Eutrapelus wou d have undohe 

e ſtreight preſented with a gawdy Gown, ' 

hat he grown happy in his fine Attire, | 
light take new Hopes and raiſe his Wiſhes higher, 
K $ + Forego 


— 
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366 - HORACE's Booz 
Forego his honeſt Trade for eaſie vice, 
Sleep on till Noon, and follow Whores and Dia 
Take Mony up, till he hath ſpent his All, 
And drives a Cart for Bread, or rots in Jail: 
Pry not thro' Secrets; wllat thou learn'ſt conce, 
Tho Wine and Anger rack thee to reveal: 
Praiſe not thine own, or ſcorn thy Friends deligh 
Nor, when he'd have thee hunt, keep home and vi 
Thus Zet hus once with, his Amphion ſixove, 
Twin Brothers, till at laſt they join'd their Lontj 
The ſofter Harp grew mute, he left his Quill 
Amphion yielded to his Brother's Will: 
Humour the great Ones, quick Obedience yield 
To ſlight Commands, and when he takes the Fiel 
With Nets, or Hawks, or Hounds, no Sport 1eful 
Shake off thy lazy and ill-humour'd Muſe: 
That thou may*f eat at Night what thou haſt Ca 
And ſup with them; for this the Ancients tai 
And this the Romans ule, tis free from ſhame, 
"Tis good for Life, and He alth, and gets thee Fant 
Since thou art well in Health, art ſtrong to wounl 
And fight the Bore, or to out- run the Hound, 
None with more Art than you can caſt a Speat 
You know when you within the Liſts appeat 
The Crouds all clap ; Nay e'en your tender Age 
Endur'd the Wars, and fierce Cantabrian Rage, 
Your Captain he, the brave and the Divine, 


Who brought our Enſigns from the Parthian 5 


| „ or i: 4 F 
Book I. EPISTLES. © 26 
Redeem'd our Fame, and wllat-e er Land remains 
Reſolves to make ir feel the Roman Chains, 
ut leſt you part, and no Excuſe can ſhow, 
W tho! 1 muſt confeſs what-&er you do 
i; fit, and decent, and becoming you 7 
ometimes you toy at home, your Boats divide, 
\ Squadron finds drawn up on either fide: 
by your direction fir'd with martial Rage 
As in the Actian fight, the Boys ingage, 
With Soldiers Fury, and with Soloiers Au; 
You one, your Brother leads the other part: 


Your Lake's rough Aaria's Flood, till one's oel 


thrown, 
ad ſudden victory doth the other Crown: 
ec that thinks you agree with his deſign, 
Will clap with both his Hands, and favour thine. 
But to adviſe you, if you want Advice, | 
ake heed of whom you-lpeak, and what it is, 
Take heed to whom, avoid the bute Men, 
Fly the inquititive, they'll talk agen, 
And tell what you have ſaid, a leaky Ear 
an never hold what it ſhall chance to hear, 
"Twill run all out, and what you once let fall 
It flies, and *tis impoſſible to recall; 
f thy great Friend keeps handſome Maid or Boy, 
be not in Love, and eager to enjoy, 
Let he beſtow that little gift to pleaſe, 
or elſe deny, and heighten thy Diſeaſe. 


R 4 Praiſe. 
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Praiſe none till well approv'd on ſober Thought, 
Left after you ſhou'd bluſh for others Faults. 
You prais'd a Raſcal, there you chanc'd to err, 
Then don't defend him when his Crimes appear: 
But one approv'd when Scandals preſs, defend, 
Let him on thee, and on thy Fame depend. 
whom Envy bites, for thou may'ſt plainly ſee 

The danger w.ll at laſt come o'er to thee; 

For you're in danger when the next's on fire, 
And Flames negle&ed often blaze the higher, 
To Court the Great-ones, and to ſooth their Pride, 

Seems a ſweet task to thoſe that never try'd; 

But thoſe that have, know well that Danger's newt, 

It is a \tickliſh- point, and mix'd with fear. 

Do you endeayour while you cut the Main, 

That no croſs Storm ſhou'd toſs thee back again, 

The ARive hate the Dull, the Sad Jocoſe, 

The Dull the Active, Merry the Moroſe; 

Stout Jolly Topers {corn the Sober Aſs, 

They hate thoſe Fellows that refuſe their Glaſs; 

Altho' they beg, altho' they ſwear they dread 

The nightly Fumes, furr'd Mouth, and aching Head: 

Put off all Clouds and Darkneſs from thy Brow, 

Be Jolly, Gay, and Mirth and Humour how, - 

For modeſt Men are oft thought cloudy Souls, 

And Men of little Talk, ill-natur'd Fools: 

In ev'ry ſtate of Life be ſure of this, 

Read Oer thy moral el. conſult the wiſe, 

Hoy 
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How thou may ſt live, how ſpend thine Age in Peace, 
Leſt Avarice, ſtill poor, diſturb thine Eaſt; | 

or Fears ſhou'd ſhake, or Cares thy Mind abuſe, 
or ardent hope for things of little uſe. 

If Arts do Virtue breed, or Nature ſend,” 1 
What leſſens Cares, what makes th y ſelf thy Friend, 
What calms thee, Honour, or admired Wealth; 
or cloſe Retirement, and a life by flealth. 

When I, my Friend, do go to take Repoſe, 

At cold Mandela, where Digentia flows; 

Mindela my beloy'd, but little Town, 

With Cold and Froſt all gray and wrinkled grown': 
For what do you imagine that I care? | 

What think, what make the ſubje& of my Pray'r? 
Lt mne have what I have, or ſomewhat leſs, | 
"Trill ſtill be great ens uh for Happineſs ; 

And that I may, if Headn more Tears will give, 
Live to my ſelf the time 1 have te live: | | 
Eftate in Books, and Food to ſerve a Tear, | 

Left I ſhowd mavering hang "twixt hope and fear. 
And this is all for which Mankind ſhou'd pray, 

And beg of Jove, who gives and takes away; 

Let him but Life, and mod”rate Plenty find, 

And I'll provide my ſelf an happy Mind. 
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I, Of Perry. 2. His own Excellent, 
3. Why not ud. 


1 Lord, if what crarinas ſays be right, 
Thoſe Verſes cannot live, thoſe Lines 
delight, ; 

Which Water-drinkers Pen; in vain they Write. 
For cer ſince Bacchus did, in wild deſign, 
With Fauns and Satyrs half-mad Poets join, 
The Muſes ev'ry Morning ſmelt of Wine. 
From Homer's Praiſe his loye of Wine appears, 
And Ennius never dar'd to write of Wars 
Till heated well; let ſober Dotards chuſe 
The Plodding Law, but never tempt a Muſe; 
This Law once made, the Poets ſtrait begin, 
They drunk all Night, all day they ſmelt of Wine: 
Suppoſe a Man the courſeſt Gown ſhould wear, 
No Shoes, his Forehead rough, his Look ſevere, 
And Ape great Cato in his Form and Dreſs; 
Muſt he his Virtues and his Mind expreſs? 
While dull Hyarbit wiſh'd, and yainly ſtrove, 
To ſpeak as ſmoothly, and as aptly move 
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As ſweet Timagenes, and reach his Arts, | 2 

He over - ſtrain'd himſe elf, and broke his ratts: : 

Examples Vice can imitate deceipe: 

Shou'd I by Chafice, or a Diſeaſe, be pale, 

The Sots wou'd drink their bloodleſs Cummin all. 

Baſe Imitators, Slaves to others Wills, 

How oft you move my Frowns, how oft my Smiles? 

2. I trod new Paths, to others Feet unknown; 

He that firſt ventures, lead the others on: 

I firſt the Romans keen Iunbicks taught, 

In numerous ſmoothneſs, and in height of thought, ; 

I match'd Arcbilocus, I ſhow'd the Age 

His Numbers, but forbore his murd' ring Rage. 

But leſt you ſay that 1 fall ſhort of Fame, 

Becauſe my Number's his, my Verſe the ſame; 

The Sophick ſweetens all his bitter Vein, 

And grave Alcaick, ſmooths his rougher ſtrain: 

The Subject's different, different the Deſigns, 

And tho? thro' all a virtuous freedom ſhines, 

With no black Lines 1 daub, no envious breath 

Doth ſoil Mens fame, or Rhyme a Spouſe to death, 

| This Verſe ne'er heard by Latin Ears before, 

Ifirſt diſcover'd from the Grecian Store; 

And this delights me now that I am known, 

And read for theſe Inventions of my own. 

3. Now wow'd you know why our ungrateful Rewe,. 

Doth praiſe my Poems when with me at home, 


ut 
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But flout abroad; 111 freely tell the Cauſe: 
| I do not beg the empty Crowd's Applauſe : 
1 do not often treat, not do I ſend 
My old caſt Suits, and bribe theth to commend, 
I do not crowd to hear our Fops rehearſe, 
Nor do I praiſe; and clap our Nobles Verſe: 
I cannot run to ey*ry Pedaut Fool, 
And beg that he would read my Book in's School: 
Hence ſprings my Wo; now if I {ay I fear, 
To bring dull Lines t'a crowded Theatre, 
And vaunt my Trifles, firait, Lon jeer, you cry, 
And keep your Verſe alone for Cæſar's Eye: 
Ana proud: you think that you alone can write 
Sweet hon) Lines, fine in your own Conceit: 
A tart Reply to this 1 fear to give, 


Leſt his ſharp Nails ſhouꝰ d ſcratch me while I ſirive, Wn 
1 do not like the Place, I freely ſay, 1 
Forbear a while, let's take another day; 0 
For Jeſt Diſlike, Diſſike Contention bears, But 
Contention Hate, and Hate breeds dreadful War, rh 
| 5 
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Know you long to viſit ev'ry stall, TY 
You wou'd be neatly bound, and ſet to Sale; 
The bars, that pleaſe the modeſt, trouble you, 
And you commend, and court the publick View, 
And mourn that you are hid, and ſeen by few. 
Go to the Publick then, go where you ſtrive, 
Tho' thou wert not thus bred, or taught to lire: 
There ſhall be no Return when once thou'rt gone, 
nd thou wilt cry, Ah me! What have I done! 
What have I beg'd! When one ſhall call thee dull, 
nd ſqueeze thee when his Belly's quickly full, 
But now unleſs fond Rage beſots my Mind, 
Unleſs mere Hatred to thy Faults does blind, 
propheſie, and I am ſure tis true; 
ou ſhall be lik'd and prais'd at Reme while new; 
zut when thou ſhalt be ſoil'd by ev'ry Hand, | 
Then lighted, and to common Uſe prophan'd; 
o bind up Letters, and be torn, be toſt, 
And fly to other Countries ev'ry Poſt, 
Then 1 who have advis'd in vain, ſhall ſmile, 4 


As he that drove his Aſs t'a craggy Hill: 

or who wou'd ſave a thing againſt its will? 

t laſt in Schools thou ſhalt be thamb'd by Boys; 
And there grow fooliſh, old, and deaf with Noiſe, 
ut when at Evening many come to read, . 

[ell them that I was meanly born and bred, 
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My Father poor, of ſmall Eftate poſleſt, 

And that 1 ſtretch'd my Wings beyond my Nt. 
But as you cut me ſhort in Wealth, increaſe 
My Virtues, tell them I the greateſt pleaſe, 

A little Man, and ſtudious of my Eaſe. 
And perriſh too, I can be angry ſoon, 

MIA. Paſſion's quickly rais'd, bur quickly gone. 
= Grown gray before my time, 1 hate the Cold, 
And ſeek the Warmth; and if they ask how old 
Tell them, now Lollius ſhares the Conſul's Pow 

With Lepidus, that I am forty four. 
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EPISTLES. 


BOOK I. 


EPIST. I. To Avevsrus. 
A Diſconrſe of Poetry. 


W HEN you alone ſuſtain the weighty Cares 
Of all the World, and manage Peace and 
The Roman State by Virtue's Rules amend, LWars, 
Adorn with Manners, and with Arms defend, 

To write a long Diſcourſe, and waſte your Time, 
Againſt the publick good, wou'd be a Crime: 

The ancient Heroes, though the bleſt Aboads 


| Receiy'd when dead, exalted into Gods, 


Yet while they liv'd with Men, and while beftow'd 
The greateſt Cares, and did the greateſt Good, 
Built Towns, made Laws, and brought delightful Eaſe, 
And civiliz'd the Rational Savages ; 


| Complain'd that they ingrateful Maſlers ey d. 


And met far jeſs Rewards than they deſery%d; 
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HO RAC E's Booxl|, 
He that kill'd Hydra, He deſign'd by Fate 
To quell the Monſters rais'd by Jans; s Hate; 
Tho” He, the mighty He, had all ways try'd, 
Found Envy vanquiſht only when he dy'd: 
For thoſe are hated that excel the reſt, 
Altho when dead they are belov'd, and bleſt; 
The vigorous Ray torments the feeble Sight, 
Let when the Sun is fer, we praiſe the Light: 
To thee, great Caſar, now we Altars give, 
We vew and ſwear By thee now whilſt alive: 
For never yet the Gods kind Hands beſtow'd, 
Nor ever will, a Prince ſo great, ſo good: 
That the prefers, that ſhe eſteems thee. more 
Than all the Heroes ſhe enjoy'd before, 
Than all that ſhe hath bred, or Greece can boaſt, 
In this, *tis true, thy Rome is wiſe and jult; 
Zut not in other things; the ancient Plays, 
And Foreign Poets only ſhe can praiſe; 
The Preſent, or Contempt, or Hate receive, 
Tis Crime enough that they are yet alive: 
Thus Old- Loves do admire the ancient Laws, 
The Sabines Leagues have their deſery'd Applauſe 
On muſty Leaves at awful diſtance look, N 
Age makes it Rew'rend, and exalts the Book: 
Sive him the Bards old Songs, Oh rare! divine! 
1 {wear *ris good, a Muſe ſang ev'ry Line: 
But if becauſe the oldeſt are the belt 
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Muſt try the Latines too; in ſhort, No doubt 

Plumes have noug bt hard within, nor Nuts withowt © | 
e fit on Fortune's Top, we ling, we write, 

And wreſtle better than the Greeks can Fight. 

If length of 7ime will better Verſe like Wine, 

Give it a brisker Taſte, and make it fine; 

Come tell me then, I would be gladly how'd, 
How many Years will make a Poem good : 

One Poet writ an Hundred Years ago, 

What, is he 01d, and therefore Fam'd, or no? 
Or is he New, and therefore Bald appears ? 

Let's fix upon a certain Term of Years. 

He's good that liv'd an hundred Tears ago, 

Another wants but One, is he ſo too? 4 
Or is he New, and Damn d for that alone } - «2 
Well, he's good tos, and Old that wants but ons. 
And thus P11 argue on, and bate one more, 

And io by one and one waſte all the Store: 

And ſo confute him, who eſteems by Tears, 

A Peem's Goodneſs from the Date it bears. 

Who nor admires, nor yet approves a Line 

But what is 01d, and Death hath made divine. ; | 
mins, the lofty Ennius, and the Wiſe, 4 
That ſecond Homer, in our Criticks Eyes, | A 
Ls looſe in's Poems, and correct in few, | 
Nor takes he care to prove his Dreams were true 

He ſhows ſo little of great Homer's Soul. 

Neævius is learn'd by Heart, and deatly fold, 


So ſacred is his Book, becauſe tis old, 
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| When Azcins and Facuvias are compar'd, 
Both are eſteem'd, both meet with great Rewatd? 
Pacuvius all the Criticks Voices gains . 
For Learning, Actin; for his lofty Strains. 
Afranivus ſhows us foft Me14nder's Flame, 
And Plautus Rivals Epicharmus Fame: 
Cecilius grave, and Terence full of Art, 
Theſe Rome admires, and theſe the learns by Hear, 
Theſe are the Worthies of her 'i heater, 
Theſe ſhe applauds with Heat, and crowds to hear: 
Theſe ſhe eleems: the Glories of the Stage, 
And counts from Livy's to our preſent Age. 
The Critick Mobile will be medling ſtill, jp, 
Sometime's their Judgment's good, and ſomerinis 
Thus when they praiſe the Old, and when prefer 
Beyond compare to all the New, they err: 
But when they grant the Ancient's Books and fla 
Are often dull, and uncorre@ in Phraſe, 
Their Words unfit, or elſe rhcir main Deſign, 
Their Judgment's rational, and jumps with mite! 
Ido not damn old Liry's Rhimes as dull, 
For which 1 often ſmarted when at School; 
But that he ſhou'd be thought correct, ſublime, 
And far before the Poems of our Time; 
That one poor Chance-good Line or two at moſt, 
The only thing that all his Books can boaſt, 
Not only ſhou'd atrone for what's amiſs, 
But tecommend the whole; I'm vext at this, 
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i b ate a Fop ſhould ſcorn a faultleſ; Page, 
bh: zecanſe *tis New, nor yet approv'd by Age: 
And then admiring all the ancient Plays, 
Not only pardon their Defects, but Praiſe. 
Show'd 1 but doubt if 's Plays are good, | 
Our 014-Loves. ſtraight wou'd ery The Youngſter's 
He's impudent, nor thinks thoſe Plays' exact, {Proud'5 
Which Roſcius, and grave Æſep us*'d to act: 
Becauſe they judge by their own Appetites, 
And think nought ſweet, but what their taſte delights; 
Or to ſtoop to their Juniors Rules diſdain, » 
Or elſe to think what once they learnt was vain, þ 
And only fit to be forgot again; £ 
Thoſe that applaud the Songs of former Times, 
The dotiſh Bards old Vetſe, or Monkiſh Rhimes :. 
Who wow'd be thought to have a ſharper Eye, 
| And in thoſe Poems numerous Graces ſpy, 
In which they ſee no more fine things than I; ws, 
'Tis not to praiſe the Old, but ſcorn, abuſe, . 
And hate Nem Books, and damn the Modern Muſe. 
Had Greece done thus, had ſhe ſtill ſcorn'd the New, 
What had been Old, what worthy publick view? 
When Wars were done, and Greece diffoly'd in Peace, 
When Fortune taught them how to live at Eafe, 
They wreſtled, painted, ſang, theſe Arts they tov'd, 
Theſe they did much admire, and theſe improv'd; 
In ev'ry Pi ute vulgac Eyes cou'd find 
The Face exact, and almoſt ſaw the Mind; 
W Then 


2 . HORACE' Bo Kl 
Then Racing, Vaulting then, the Plays and stage, Bi 
- Each took their turn to pleaſe the wanton Ape; 4 

Like Boys at Nurſe, they eagerly defir'd, A 


But ſtraight were cloy'd, and left what t hey admir d 4 
For what diſguſts our Fancies, what doth pleaſe, A 
But may be chang'd ? theſe are the Fruits of Eaſe, 
This happy Fortune bears, this ſprings from Peace, 
*T'was. heretofore a Credit, here at Roms, 

To mind a Shop all Day, and keep at home: 
Attend ones Client, and promote his Cauſe, 
Inform his Ignorance, and teach the Laus; 
To make good Debts, and drive a gainful Trade, 
And know what Int'reſt may be juſtly paid: 
luſtruct the Yowng, and hear the Old Debate, 
What will increaſe, what ruin an Eſtate: 


This Humour's chang'd, now Reigns a New Delight, 
All muſt be Authors now, and all muſt write: Ti 
All firive to get the Bays, and all Rehearſe, A 
They dine, they ſup in Riime, and drink in Verle, , In 
wy E'en I that ſwear 1 never try'd a Muſe, Ri 
'E'en I'm forſworn, my Deeds my Words accuſe; Te 
My Quill is ſcribling too; before 'tis Light W 


I call for Paper, Pen, and Ink, and write. 
He that's no Pilot is afraid to ſail, 
- Urge him to guide a Ship, you ſhan' t prevail; + 
And only Doctors will pretend to heal. 
| By Smiths alone, are Locks and Staples made, 
1 And none pietend but Artiſts in the Trade. 
| x | Brit 
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But now for Poetry we all are fit, * 5 
And skilful, or uns kilful, all muſt write; 

And yet this Madneſs thouſand Goods commend; 

A thouſand Virtues on a Muſe attend; 

A Poer's ſeldom given tozgAvarice, . 

Safe and ſecure within himſelf he lyes. % 1 

He minds and loves his Rhimes, and thoſe alone; = 

Tell him his Goods are burnt, his Slaves are gone,. 

Or his Fields loſt; he laughs, nor ſtrives to cheat 

His Ward, or Friend, a Stranger to Deceit : 

He's thrifty, feaſts upon a Diſh of Peaſe, | 

And lives content with Houſhold-Bread and Cheeſe : 

Unfit for War, yet they are good in Peace. 

(For great things by the help of ſmall increaſe) - 

f loſtruct our Looſeneſs, and inform our Eaſe. | 
They teach our Boys to hate all Words Obſcene, 
To follow gen' rous Rules, and ſpeak like Men. 
And then ſlide gently down with virtuous Rules 
Into the tender Breaſt, and form their Souls 
Reſtrain their Envy, and correct their Rage, [ - , 


Tell them what's good, inſtru their tender Age 

With fit Examples, and their Griefs aflwage. - 

How wou'd our ſacred Songs and Hymns be made, 
And how our Pray*rs as high as Heav'n convey'd ; 

Did not the Muſes Poets Fancies raiſe, " 
To teach us how to Pray” and how to praiſe? 

n Verſe the fawning. Quire her Plagues bewails, 

And begs a ſpeedy Conlon: and prevails; 
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Good Weather, happy Tears, and much Enecreaſe; 


Their Pray*rs are ſtreight way heard, all ſmile in Peace, 
The Year is rich, the Fields with Plenty flow; 


Verſe ſoftens Gods above, and Gods below. 
The ancient Swains, thoſe temp' rate happy Swains, 
Contented Soy'reigns of their little Plains, 


Whenall their Corn was hous' d wou'd make a Feaſſ, 


Unbend their Minds, and lay them down. to reſt; 
Their Cares diſſolv d into a happy Thought, 
And Minds enjoy'd the reſt their Labour ſought. 
A Pig on Tellus Altars left his Blood, 


And Milk frop . large brown Bowls to Sylvan flow d: 


Their Wife, neir Neighbours, and their pratling Boys 


Were calPd, all taſted of the Country Joys: *[$port, 


They drank, they danc'd, they ſang, made wanton 
Enjoy'd their ſelves, for Life they knew was ſhot, 
Hence grew the Liberty of the looſer Muſe, 
Hence they grew Scurrilous, and wou' d abuſe; 
Hence thoſe looſe Dialogues at Marriage Feaſts, 
Yet ſtill they were but Mirth, and Country Jefts, 
At laſt they ſhew'd their Teeth, and ſharply bit, 
And Railery uſurp'd the Place of Mit. 

Good Perſons were abus'd, and ſuffer d Wrong, 
They loudly talk'd, no Law to curb their Tongue: 


The wounded gtiev'd, the Smart provok'd their Hate, 


And all untoucht be wail'd the common Fate, 
„Till Laws commanded to regard Mens Fame, 


e laſh the vice, but ſpare the Name. 
Felt 
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ear made them civil, and deſign to write 
Vith Modeſty; ſpeak well, and to delight: 
brace conquer d did the Conqueror: o ercome, 
Polich'd the rude, and ſent her Arts to Rome: 
The former Roughneſs flow'd in ſmoother Rhimes, 
nd good facetious Humour pleas'd the Times: 
Yet they continu d 1 long, and ſtill we find, 

tome little Marks of the old Ruſtick Mind, | 
dome of the ſcurxilous Humour left behind. 7 
Twas long before Rome read the Grecian Plays, 
or Cares took up hex Nights, and Wars her Days: 
ill Carthage. ruin'd ſhe grew ſoft in Peace, 
nd then inquir'd what weighty Cophocles, 
hat Eſchylus, what Theſpis taught the Age, 
What Good, what Profit did commend the Stage. 
nd then they turn'd their Plays, their Thoughts were 
Nature great, and fit for Tragedy. Thigh, 
ut to review, to blot what once was writ, 
dh that was mean, it was a ſhame to Wit: 
he comic then was thought the eaſier way, 
cauſe *tis common Humour makes the Play; 
ſet 'tis the hardeſt, for the faults appear 
p Monſtrous, and the Criticks ſo ſevere, 
bat cen their greateſt Mercy cannot ſpare, 
aus, tis true, obſerves the Kules of Arr, 1 
is well drawn Figures ſuit with ev'ry part; 1 
Paints an Am'rous Fop, a Jilting Jade, —_— 
cateful Father, or deſigning Bawd: = - 
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I clap'd I muſt be Proud, if damn'd muſt Rage. 


| Wov'd huff, and ſwear, and quarrel ſtraight, and 


Neglect the Senſe, but love the Painted Scene; 


Ra 


384 HO RACE“ Boorl 
But Dorſen rudely draws his Paraſites, 


How looſe his Lines, how uncorrect he writes! 


"He writes for Gold, and if his Pocket's cram, . 


He cares not, let the Plav be Clap'd or Damm: 
But he that writes to have Applauſe for Wit, l 
If unconcern d the grave Spectator fir, : 
He digs; bur if attentive, then he's proud, h 
They like my Fancy, and my Plays are good: F 
80 ſmall, and ſo contemn'd a thing will raiſe, 
Or damp Men's eager Thoughts that write for Praiſe 
1 like not this, and 1 forſwear the Stage, 


And who wou'd-be ſo bold to write, that kney 
The Judging Men of Honour are but few; 

The Vulgar Thouſands, who might hiſs the Plat 
And if our Nebles ſhould diſlike their way, 


Or leave the Stage to ſee a Puppet ſight; (figh 
Or elſe the Bears, for that's the Crowds delight 
But now our Nebles too are Fops and Vain, 


Four Hours are ſpent in Show to pleaſe the ſight, 

A tedious Battel, and at laſt a Flight; 

Then Kings in Chains, and to reward their Toil, 

Corinthian Statues, and a world of Spoil. 

Wou'd not Democritus, if now alive, 

Split here, wou'd he theſe . forgive? 
1 


%. 
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INegle& the Actors, and forſake the Plays, 
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And if the Vulgar with a wild amaze, 


And on an Elephant or a Panther gaze: 

Sure he wou'd look, and in the gaping Crowd, | 
Find better Humour than the Actor ſhow'd. 
Belides, he needs muſt think they write in van, 
nd teach deaf Aſſes, prodigal of their Pain: 
For who can jadge, or who can hear the Wit, 


When noiſe and ſtrange confuſion fills the Pit? 


s when the Winds daſh Waves againſt the Shoar, 
r laſh the Woods, and all the Monfters Roar; 
o great the ſhout, when rich and ſtrangely dteſt 
The Player comes, they clap his gawdy Veſt. 

ell hath the Actor ſpoken? Not 4 Line: 

by then d'ye clap? 0h, Sir, bis Cloaths are fine. 
ut leſt you think that I who write no Plays, 

rt envy their Deſign, or poorly Praiſe; 5 
fairly grant thoſe Poets Wir that Rule 

y Paſſions as they pleaſe, diftarb my Soul; 

nd then by a ſhort turn my Thoughts relieve >: - 
hoſe lively Fiction makes me laugh, or grieve. 
| oY Ws” Scenes nat*ral and juſt appear; 
ee the place, and fancy I am there: | 

t thoſe that hate and fly the cens'ring Stage, 

t Write to pleaſe the Readers of the Age, 

ake them, great Ceſar, to improve their Vein, | 
flew thei Poems o'er and o'er again 
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If you wou'd have em live, be great in Praile, 
And by juſt Study ſtrive to win the Bays, 
We Poets often damn our ſelves, that date, 
(A1 have done) when you are full of Care, 
To offer Verſe; or when we oft repine, 
If a good Friend finds but one faulty Line. 
Or when rehearſing we with Sighs complain, 
My Fancy's not perceiv d, I write in vain; 
And then unask'd repeat it o'er again. 
Ox when wethiuk, when once our Fame is known, 
We ſtraightway ſhall be ſent for up to Town; 
Enjoy a Penſion, or a piece of Land, 
And write new Pocms By the King's Command, 
And yet, Great Sir, tis worth your while to kno 
What, caſar, future times muſt think of you. 
And who-muſt be Diſpoſer of your Fame, 
Who tell to diſtant Worlds your glorious Name: 
By whom your Life, by whom your Wars, bo yi 
Actions too Sacred for a Common Wit. 
Cherillus the Pellean Youth approv'd, 
Aim he rewarded. well, and him he lov'd. 
His dull uneven Verſe, by. great good Fate, 
Got him his Favour, and a fair Eſtate. 
Tho! juſt as Ink when touch'd ſtill leaves a flag 
Dull Rhimes beſmear. and noble Acts prophane! 
Tet he the ſame that bought dull Nh mes ſo da 
In meaner things did take a greater cale, 


* N Abo 7 
, Tk 
{| "0 
: 


Book II. E'P I'S'T LE 8 337 


Lit none but lears'd. Apelles' paint iy Fare, 

Lylippus. only muſt Deſin t in Braut.. 

Thus ſpake his Laws; in this I grant he ſhawd © 

Kis Skill ſufficient; and his Judgment good. 

zut when for Verſe, he choſe ſo mean à thing. 

How poor his Judgment? How below a King? 
But Virgil, FVarius, and the bee ) : 

That are applauded, and below d by 17 iS 

Declare your Skill is great, your ee e | 
The Honours you beſtow do raiſe yolir Fames' 3 
They gratefully reflect upon your Name, 
And kindly: praiſe the Author hence they came: 3 
at can ones Face be with more Art-detignd -* 

Praſ:, ch an in a Poem Thoughts and Ale [ 

Een 1 deſire to leave the humble Plain, 
od be h gh, and write a loſty train - - 

vih 1 cauꝰ a d ſeribe your Wars, and how - 

How Barb'rous Nations tear, and how they bow. 

ow you have raz'd their Towns, their Ocean ſtainꝰd 

ith Blood, and with ſtrong Tow“ rs bound up 
their Land or. p 

ow War's Exil'd, 1 Peace Fry Plenty reign, 

lud Fanus ' emple once more ſhut again: 

„mean, and how ſubmiſſive ”arthians come, 

ow under thee they feat and honour Rome. 

this I wou'd; bur Oh 1 want the Wit, 


our Peceds mult be by ſome high Genius writs 
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Whoſe lofty Soul, histow'ring Thoughts can raiſe 

As high as you have'done, and take the Bays, 

*Tis.Txeaſon, Sir, to give you meaner Praiſe, 

I know. my weakneſs, and I muſt refuſe 

A Task too weighty for my tender Muſe : 

A ſordid Commendation hurts our Friend, 

And thoſe that meanly Praiſe, do diſcommend: 
For what's derided by the Cens ring Crowd, © 

Is thought on more than what is Juſt and Good: 

I hate thoſe Obligations that diſgrace ; 

Lam not fond to have an ugly Face 

Deſignd for me expos'd to publick View: 

Nor Prais'd in dull Verſe, tho' the Praiſe be tre. 

I wou*d not lie at ev*ry Grocer's Door, 

To wrap Tobacco, or do ſomething more. 

I wou'd not have a Verſe that bears my Name 

Lye under Pies ; tis an ill way to Fame, 
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To hrs Friend Jv LI Us Fr ORUS; 
1. He makes an Excuſe for nor ſending 
the Odes he promis d. 2. Why he 
rote us more. 3. The Faults of the 
Poets. 4. Diredions for Wi riting. 5. He 


deſigns graver Studies, 6. Againſt Co- 


verouſneſt. 7: Ta — * ee 
nn 294177 
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[Bray 
EAR Florus, Nero? 5 en he Great, the 


Suppoſe one come to ſell a Clowniſh Slave, 
nd ſpeak thee thus, This Bay is neatly made, 
e's ſound from Head to Foot, a pretty Lad. 
or Twenty Pound he's Hours, the Bargain's fair, 
ell ſerve, and fit your Humour to 4 Hair: 
1 yet ſoſt Clay, bel take a Stamp with eaſe, - 
Ind yo may form him, Sir, to what you pleaſe. 
e ſpea's ſome Greek, and at 4 Drinkin g Match © 
el bear the Bob, and Sing 4, merry, Catch. , FY 8 
braiſe tos much like a deſign appears, 6 
hen he extols that wan d put off his Wares: 
m not in Want, I am in Debt to none, 
late er I have, tho little, is my own; 
48 
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Fer, Sir, w 55 tell 284 this, and tel] Dau true, 
Nor Iny ſelf #6 any "ond tut enz 3 
This, Boy was i lt o. e, be ta, d at %% 
241d when he beard" the Lafh Le run away: | 
_ you like lin fm hi, Faults are told. 
The Dealing*s far, and he may take your Gold, 
And nei er be thought a Cheat for what he ſold, 
Ton bought a faulty Rogue, he told you ſo, 
And yet you vex him, aud unjuſtly ſue. 
At parting, Sir, 1 ſaid. I was unfit, 
Grown lazy, impotent, and ſlow to. gy : 
=_ . Left for not Writing you ſhoy'd chide, accuſe 
e iy Silence as unkind, and ſcorn my Miſe 
_ Ah what did that avail to ſet me free! 
ret if you ſue me; Sir, the Law's for me. 
ST  *' But you complain belide, you ſay, my Lord, 
I promis'd you ſome Pgdes, yet break my Word, 
Thro' thouſand: Dangers and a World of Pain, 


2. Lucullus Soldier, who had ftrove to gain; : 

A little Mony, what with Care he kept, [7 

| Once tir'd, tot 'ev*ry Penny as he ſlept. p 

>. © Thenee he a very Wolf and angry grown ( 
Booth with himſelf and Foe, rufht boldly on, * 
And with his Teeth as twere o'erthrew a Towr, s 

_ Tho? ſtrong and well provided with a Guard; 0 
19 1 This got him Credit, and a large Reward; It 
Soon after when they were to ſtorm a Town A 

Fr 


The Captain choſe out him, and edg'd him on 
4 vil 


wich ſach Affection. ſuch warm Words he prerx MT! 


— 


4s might inflame the coldeſt Coward's Breuſt: 6 | f ö 


Co where thy Virtue calls, go Conqueror go, e 


75) Friends ſhall give Rew:rds, 1nd Spoils thy For. 
But cratty he reply'd, Ny Torn TIl force, i 6 
Ns Sir, he'll venture that hath left his Purſe. , 


Nome bred me firſt, ſue taught me Grammar Rules, 
And all the little Authors read in chools. 
A little more than this learn'd Athens ſhow's, 

And taught me how to ſep'tate Bad from benny 
The Academick, Se& poſſeſt my Youth, 

And 'midſt their pleaſaut Shades l ſonght for Truth. 
zut rough times drove me from my bleſt Retreat, 
And toſt me thro* the Troubles of the Great. 
Tho! rude in Arms, and tho” well leatn'd in Fears» 
The Tide yet bore me on to Civil Wars. (down, 
When thoſe had clip'd my Wings and OT me 
My ſmall Farm loſt, and all my Mony gone; 
Thoſe with my Shield 1 left by ſhameful. Plighty. | 
Bold Poverty firſt ſer me on to write. 

But now I have enough to keep off Went, 

(That is as much as Heaw'n it ſelf can grant) ; 
What Helebore cou'd cure my wild Diſeaſe, 2 * 
Shou'd 1 prefer a Muſe before my Eaſe t” ey 


On me each circling Year does make à Prey, Ss FX 
It ſteals my Humour, and my Mirth away. | " 3 
And now at laſt wou'd ſteal my Poems too ah 

From my Embrace; what wou'd you have me do? 
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392 HO RAC E's Boon l. 
Beſides not all admire, not all approve 

One ſort ; you Odes, Iambics others Love, 
Others in keeneſt Sutyrs Rage delight; 

Sharp Salt alone can raiſe their Appetite : 
Methinks Pye three invited to a Feaſt, 

A different Palate too, to ev'ry Gueſt. 

What ſhall, waat ſhall I not provide? What yon 
Commend and eat, diſguſts the other two. 


Beſides, do'ſt think that I can mind a Song 
While here at Rome,*mid(t all the Noiſe and Throng 


Of diff rent Cares? One begs me paſs my Woid 


For him, then I muft wait upon my Lord, 
To hear his Verſes, and 1 muſt be gone, 
Leave all my. other Work and Cares alone, ö 


And march from one to t' other end o'th* Town. 


* But, Sir, there s room, the Street is clean and ſtill, 
* And hes may walk and think on what hon will. 
Yes, here a Waggon bears a logg of Wood 

Or weighty Stone, and groans beneath the Load, 
Sad Funerals here are juſtVing with a Dray, 
And there the ſweaty Carman bawls for way. 
Hete a Mad Dog, and there a Sow doth fright, 
Go now midſt this, and tofty Verſes write. 


Each Writer hates the Town, and Woods approves, 


Right Son of Bacchus pleas'd with Shades and Groves 
Yet midſt theſe Tumults you wou'd have me try 
To trace the narrow ſteps of Poetry, 


1s 


_— 
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who by himſelf doth ſtudy to be great; 
When he hath. ſtudy'd ſeven full tedious Tears, N 
Grown old and grey upon his Books. and Cares; 
Yer after all this time and pains beſtow d, LEES 
Grows a meer Stock, and's laugh'd at by the Crowd. 
Then midſt the Waves and Tempeſts of the Town, 
Where Cares do toſs and vexing Buſineſs drown, _. 
cn I compoſe my Thoughts, can I aſpire, _ 
And join fir Words to tune the Rgman Lyre? 
3. Two Brothers liv'd at Rome, a Lawyer one, 
And one a Rhetor, noted both i in Town, 
Pain-glorious, both, and ſtudious of a Name, 
hey blew their Trumpets to each other's Fame. : 
They one another did extreamly pleaſe ; 
nd are not Poets, Sir, as mad as theſe? 
0des, and one writes Elegy j Divine, 
curious Work, poliſt'd by all the Nine. 
how we ſtrut, and what a Port we bear, | 
ith what. high Scorn look o'er the Theater, - 
he other Poets ſneak and ſcarce appear. W } 
Nor if you've leaſure ſtand aſide, and know 
hy we admire and praiſe each other ſo, _ 
hy wreath the Crown, and why the Bays beſtow. 
e quarrel, and with equal Fortune fight, | 
Crue Samnites, draw the lingring War till Night. 
hen ſtraight in his Opinion l'm Diyine 
leaus ; well, and what is he in mine? 
S 5 Ca 


| The Man that takes learn' d. Athens cloſe den, 
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cullimacbhus, or ol' d he more? Mimnermus Fame 


9 thouſand things 1 ſuffer, to aſſyage 


When he begins muſt take a Cenſor's Mind, 


Ve'd by the Atitients; tho conſum'd by Rage 


PE. 
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He gets, and glories in his borrow'd Name, 


The waſpiſh' Poets,” and to cool theig Rage; 
Becauſe I write my felf, I plead their Cauſe, 
1 ſmooth, and humbly beg the Crowds Applauſe; 
But when grown ſober I ſhake off my Muſe, 
m deaf, and ünleſs hif'd to hear, refuſe : 
Dull Rhimes are laugh d at, yet we ne' er giye och 
Our Writers ſmile, and e en themſelves adore, 
If you are flow to clap they ſwear tis Spite, 
And praiſe themſelves what happy they have ur. 
4. But he that hath'a curious Piece deſign'd, 


Severe and honeſt, and what Words appear 
Too light and trivial, or too weak to bear 

The weighty Senſe, nor worth the Readers cate, 
Shake off; tho? ſtubborn, they are loat h to move, 
And tho we fancy dearly, tho“ we love. 
Good words, now: grown obſcure, bring gently for! 
Relieve them from rhe dafk, and ſhow their Wort! 


Of eating Time, and grown deform'd with Age: 
And take new words begot by Parent uſe, 

' Prune the Luxuriant, and correct the Looſe. 
Pure, flowing, as a River ronls along, 

And lr new Fran ty the — 1 * 
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Reform, and cut ſuper fluous Branches off, i 
Strengthen the weaker Words, and ſmooth the xough: 
Now pzin'd, now eas'd,' as one that Is on 
| Now wanton Satzrs, now a heavy Cloun 
Now 1 had rather be a little Wit, £ 
So my dull Verſe my own dear felf Delight, 
Than kn ww my Faults, be vex*d,and die with fight, 
An A give Gentleman, as Stories ſay,” 2; 
Did always fancy that he ſaw a Play, 
E The 4ors Dreſs, and well wrought Scenes appears 
And clap'd and ſmiPd in th? empty Theater 
; n all things elſe he ſkew'd a fober Mind, | 
A loving Neighbour, and an honeſt Friend; 
kind to his Wife, and gen' tous to his Slave, 
Nor when he ſaw-the Barrel broach'd wou'd rave. 
Wou'd ſhun an open Well, and dang' rous Pits, 
And ſeem a perfect Man, and in his Wits. 
Him when his tender Friends with Coſt and Pains 
Had cur'd, and Phytick gently purg'd his Brains, 
He cry'd, Ah me! my Friends, I am undone, . 
Tow ve ruin d me, nom all m) Fleaſure's gone; ö 
Tos have deſiroy d, while )en deſign d to ſave, 1 
Ee! Poe loſt the pleaſant'ſt Cheat tha: Man cos d have. 
3. Tis time now to be wiſe, forſake my Toys, 
And leave my Verſes, proper Sport for Boys, 
Not follow Words, and num” rous Songs .contrive, 
But ſeck fit Meaſures, and tzue Rules to Live. 


* N 8 N 
3 HO RAC E“Cõs Boon . 
6. If what you drink fou d make your heats increaſe, 

Wou'd you not tell the Doch your Diſeaſe? 

Now when the more you have, you crave the more, 

When Floods of Store, ſhall make you thirſt for Store 

Won't you confeſs, and this Diſtemper own? 
All this 1 uſe to think on when alone. 

Suppoſe you had a Wound, and one had ſhow'd 

An Herb, which you apply'd but found no good, 

Wou'd you be fond of this, increafe your Pain, 

And uſe the fruitleſs Remedy again? 

Thus when you hear on whom kind Heav'n beſtow 
Great heaps of Wealth, they ſtreight their folly loſe, 
And yet you cannot find your ſelf more wile, 

Becauſe more rich, you'll follow their Advice. | 
 Cou'd Wealth with God- like Prudence Minds lnſpite, 
Cure them of vexing Fear, and fond Deſire, 


Then youſhou'd bluſh, if all the World cou'd hoy 


EY * 
. n 
— — 


el 
ut o 
2 
> + * 
5 
8 
15 
Lu 
= a 
8 
- 

< 

» 
* 
ry 
. 
o 
2 
on 
br 
__ 


4.4 
= , 
7 et; 
P 
'T Res 0 5 o 
. Ic; 
1 r 8223 
4 „ ogy 


1 


ye 


n * 
OL 2 
1 


—— — 
* 


3 — —— 


n * 

A ol — 
* 5 
# 2 

* 


o 
— 


— 


A ſober Man, more covetous than you. 
If that's our own, which pow'rful Coin procures, 
And Uſe; as Lawyers ſay, makes fomething outs; 
The Field that feeds thee's thine ; rich Orbus ploughy, 
His Servant that Mannres his Land, and Sous, 
And breaks the fruitful Clod, that muſt afford 
Good Corn to thee, confeſles thee his Lord: 
One pays his Mony, and receives again, 

Eggs, Pullets, Grapes, or elſe a Flask of Wine. 
And thus by theſe degrees the Farm he buys, 
Bought at three thouſand Pound, or higher price 
. 4 We 
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Well then. what diff'rence i is it, whether now | 

You pay for what you have, or did it long ago? 
WH Thoſc Purchaſers that Veijs Fields have gain'd, 
, And large Aricia's Plains, tho' rich in Land, 
Yet even now buy ev'ry Herb they eat, | 
They buy each ſtick of Wood to boil their Meat. 
Altho' they think not ſo, and call the Grounds 
Their own, which yonder friendly Poplar bounds,” 
As if that cou'd be thine, that callꝰd thy own, 
Which ew'ry Moment's hurry'd up and down, 
And now to this, and now to other thrown, 
Which Mony, Fraud or Flattery command, 
And ſnatch from one, to fill another's Hand: 
So ſince perpetual Uſe to none's allow'd, 
But Heir crowds Heir, as in a rowling Flood 
Waye urges Wave, ah what doth it avail, 
To join large Groves to Grove, and Vale to Vale, 
If Death with equal Hand, ſtrikes Great andSmall, ( 
Death unrelenting, and that never ſpares, 
Not to be brib'd with Gold, or won by Tears? 
| Gold, Jewels, Statues, Marble, Ivory, 

Faint, Cloth of Gold, and Suits of precious Dye, 

Gay Purple, Silver, ſome are wont to crave, 
Yet cannot get, and ſome don't care to have. 
Why of two Twins, the one his Pleaſure loves, 
Prefers hig Sports to Herod's fragrant Groves; 
he other rich, and greedy of his Gain, 
With Fire and Iron tames his woody Plain, 
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He drives the heavy Plough from Morn till Night 
His Labour's Pleaſure, and his Pain Delight: 
That Genius only knows, that's wont to wait 
On birth-day Stars, the guider of our Fate, 
Our Nature's God, that doch his Influence ſhed, 
Eaſy to any Shape, or good or bad: 

When Natures wants require, I will be free, 

Nor care what my bold Heir will think of me, 

Pl! uſe my little Heap, tho? he be griev'd, 

enn I leave no more than 1 teceiv'd: 

Yet Ithe ſame wou'd know, what difference lies 
Between free ſpending, and looſe ſquandring Vice, ) 
And how far Thrift's remov'd from Avarice. 

For ſure it differs much to waſte our Store, 

And to ſpend freely, and not ſtrive for more: 

And as i th' five days Feaſt, of old, the Boy, 

Take the ſhort Sweets, and as in haſte enjoy. 

Fam not rich, nor do I gape for more, 
Bur let me not be ſcandalouſly poor, 
And let my Ship be great, ar be it ſmall, 

If I the ſame, the very I can fail. 
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E PIS T: II. 
To the Piſones, o the Art f bay. 


Vppoſe a Painter ſhou'd a Canvas ſpread, 

To draw a Piece, and paint a Woman's Head, 
Then a Mare's Neck; and then from different things, 
Take different Parts, and cover all with Wings: NE * 
Then a Fiſh Tail; purſue his ſenſeleſs Thought, 

And mix the whole Creation in a Draught, 
And all theſe Parts in ſtrange proportion join? [ 
Wou'd you not laugh to fee this wild Deſign?” = 
Believe me, Sirs, that Book is like this Piece, 4 
Where ev'ry Part ſo ſtrangely diſagrees. * by 3 
Like fick Mens Dreams, there's neither Head nor Tail, oe 
But ſtrange Confuſion, ſhapeleſs Monſters all. N 
Poets and Painters equally may dare, A Ke 
In bold Attempts they claim an equal ſhave, 
| And may do any thing: All this we know, 
This freedom too, we mutually allow; 1 
And yet this leave can give no juſt Pretence 
| To fight the ſteady Rules of Common Senſe, * = 
And join quite Oppoſites, the Wild and Tame; 1 
The Snake and Dove, the Lion and rhe Lamb. = 8 
Next great Beginnings, and in high Deſigns, ; 2 nl 
Some ſcatter here and there few gawdy im 
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Which gliſter finely, when a Grove's their Theme, 
A pleaſant Wool, or elle a purling Stream: 

How with the 3 their Fancies ſnoorbiy flow! 
How, variorfly they paint the Heay' 'nly Bow! 0 
Bur now perhaps none of theſe Theams agree, | 
Perhaps thou haſt ſome skill to paint a Tree, 
But what of that? What will this Art perform! 
Wert thou to draw a Shipwrack, or a Storm, 
Deſcribe a Mariner, how with panting Breath, 
He blows the Floods, and keeps out entring Death; 
While with ene Hand deſpairing Life he ſaves, 
The other graſps his Riches on the Waves? 
When you a mighty Butt reſoly'd to caſt, . 

Why doth it dwindle to a Pint at laſt? 

In ſhort, in all you write let Art controul, 
And keep the ſame juſt Tenor thro' the whole. 
But, Sirs, moſt Peers now are finely caught, 
By ſhow of Right deluded to a Fault: : 

By ſtriving to be ſhort, obſcure they grow; 

And when they wou'd be erh, they fink too los 

Their Spirits fail: And ſome that wou'd be high, 

Streight ſwell; and when they ſthou'd but walk,they ff: 

While ſome tos cauious fear the. Winds will ro 

And Waters toſs ; nor dare to leave the Shoar. 

Another's ftaring Fansy wildly roves,! 

And placeth Bores in Floods, and Trouts in Groves: 
Thus, if it wants juſt Art, a cautious Fear 

Of Erring is a certain way to Err. 
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That Graver yonder in th' Emilian square, 
can hit the Nails, or imitate the Hair, 
But he's a Sot, unhappy in his Art; 
Becauſe he cannot faſhion ev*ry Part, | 
And make the whole compleat ; ſhow'd I compoſe, 
d rather freely chuſe an ugly Noſe 
With two black Eyes, black Hair exactly trim, 
ro make me more deform'd, than be like him. 
You Writers try the Vigour of your Muſe, 
And what her ſtrength will bear, and what refuſe, 
And after that an equal Subject chuſe. 
For he that does this well, and chuſes right, 
His Method will be clear, his Words be fit. 
In this, or I miſtake, conſiſts the Grace, 
and Force of Method, to aſſign a Place, 
For what muſt now, what by and by be ſaid, _ 
hat for the preſent time muſt be delaid; ſlight, 
hat Thoughts you mult improve, what Notion 
F you will aim at Praiſe in all you write. 
e cautious in your Words, invent but few, 
e re puzled rather, than we're pleas d with new: 
et twill be Art, and *twill procure thee Praiſe, 
{ weil apply'd. and in a handſome Phraſe, 
ou make new Words ſcem eaſy, plain, and known, 
Je all will clap, and cry *T was bravely done. 
ut if you wou'd. auheard of things expreſs; 
ud cloath new Notions in a Modern Diels ; 


Wes: 
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_ . Invent new Words, we can indulge a Muſe, 


What Plautus, and croiliss, wiſely did: 


If 1 but few, and medeftly invent ? 


To make new Words plain to be underftood, 


The former fall, and others will appear; 
Juſt ſo it is in Words, one Word will riſe, 


* + 


Until the Licence riſe to an Abuſe: 

And thoſe are beſt, that do but gently fall, 
Juſt vary'd from the Greek Original: oh 
Why Varius ſhou'd, or Virgil, be deny'd, | 


And for whit reaſon ſhou'd the Fop: reſent, 


When cas stile and Ennins lofty Song, 
Wirh various ſtore enrich d our Mother Tongue, 
Twas ſtill allow'd, and t will be fill allew'd, 


As Leaves on Trees do with the turning Teatr, 


Look green, and-floutiſh, when another Dies, 
All We, and Ours, are in a changing State, 

Juſt Nature s Debt, and muſt be paid to Fate. 
Great cæſar Mole, that braves the furious Tides 
Where now ſecure from Storms his Navy rides: 
E'en that drain d Lake, where former Ages row'd, 


A great unfruit ful Waſte, tho now tis plough d, 


Bears Corn, and ſends the Neighb'ring Cities Food. 

Thoſe new Canales, that bound fierce Tiber's Fon 

That teach the Streams to take a better Courle, 

And ſpare the Plough-man's Hopes; een thi 
= ik "+ Sapalhegy 

1 [I how can feeble H. 554. pretend to laſt? 


Sol 


wich keen 7ambicks, he did firſt engage 
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Some Words that have, or elfe will feel decay, 120 


sball be reſtor' d, and come again in play ; * n 


and Words now fam' d, ſhall not be fancy'd l6og, 
They ſhall not pleaſe the Ear, or move the Tongue: 
As Uſe all theſe approve, and thoſe condemn, | 


| Uſe the ſol? Role of Speech, and Fudge Supreme, 


How we ſhou'd write of Battels, Wars and Kings, 
And ſuit with mighty Numbers, raighty Things, | 
Firſt Homer ſhow'd, and by Example taught, 


Ine wrote as nobly, as his Heroes fought: 
ly Verſes log and ſport, Grief firſt appear d, 


In thoſe they miourn'd paſt IIls, and future Kurd: 5 
But ſoon theſe lines with Mirth and Joy were fill'd, 
And told when Fortune, or a Miſtriſs ſmiP'd : 
But who theſe Meaſures was the firſt that wrote, 
The critics doubt, and cannot end the doubt. 
Archilochns was arm'd, by injur'd Rage, 


With that ſharp Foot, and left it to the Stage; 
For tis a ſounding Foot, and full of Force, 
And fit, as made on purpoſe, for Diſcourſe, 

In Lyri& Numbers Gods and Hero's ſound, 
The ſwifteſt Horſe is prais'd, or Wreſtler crown'd: 
Feafts, Wine, and open Mirth, or Myrtle Shades, 
The Cares of Love, or Tears of ſiglüng Maids. | 

Unleſs all Matters I exactly hit, = 
What juſt Pretence have I to be a Wit? 


What 
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What claim have I to the Pectitł Name? 
What fair Pretenſions to put in for Fame? 

Or why mou'd 1 conceal my want of skill, 
Abſurdly modeſt, and be foolit ſtill, 
Rather than ſhow my Want, demand Supplies 
From richer Parts, and ſo at laſt be Wiſe? 

A Comick Story hates a Tragick Stile, 

Bombaſt ſpoils Humour, and diſtorts a Smile: 
And Tragical Thyeftes barb'rous Feaſt, 

Scorns Mean and Common Words, and hates a Jeſt; 
Let ev*ry Salject have what fits it beſt; 

Yet Comedy may be allow'd to riſe, | 
And rattle in a Paflion or Surprize : 
And Tragedy in humble Words muſt weep, 
The stile muſt ſuppliant ſeem, and ſeem to creep: 
Pelens and Telephus exil'd and poor, 
Muſt leave their Flights, and give their Bombaſt oer 
If they wou'd keep their well-pleas'd Audience long 
And raiſe their juſt Reſen:ments for their Wrong. 
*Tis not enough, that Plays are neatly wrought, 
Exactly form'd, and of an even Plot, 
They muſt be taking too, Surpxif e and Seize, 
And force cur Souls which way the W riters pleaſe, 
We laugh, or weep, as we ſee others do, 
Our Souls agree, and take their Paſſions too: 
My Grief with others juſt Proportion bears, 
To make me weep, you, mult. be firſt in Tears: 
FRE IN þ Tha 
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hen Telephus I can believe thy Moan, 
id think thy Miſeries are all my own: 

But if thy part be ill, or acted ill. 

vnheeding thy Complaint, 1 ſleep or ſmile. 

Fad Words ſuit well with Grief, with Foy the _ 
rave the Severe, and Merry the Focoſe: 

Tis Nature ſtill that doth the Change begin, 

She faſhions, and ſhe forms our Souls within, 

o all the Changes, and the Turns of Fate; 
Now ſcrews our Minds to an unuſual height, 
And ſwells us into Rage; or bending low, 

She cramps our Souls with dull contracting Woez 
he makes us ſtoop beneath a weighty Wrong, 
Then tells the various Paſſions with the Tongue : 

ow if his Speech doth not his Fortune fit, 

e will be hiſt by Gallery, Box and Pit. 
lou muſt take care, and uſe quite fi fferent Words, 

hen Servants ſpeak, or their commanding Lords, 
hen grave oſd Men, or heac-ftrmg Touths diſcourſe, - 
hen ſtately Matrons, or a buſy Nurſe ; 

cheating Tradeſman, or a labouring Clovon, 

Greek, or. Aſiau, bred at Court or Town. 

Keep to old Tales, or if you muſt have new, 

Feign things coherent, that may look like true: 
you would draw * Achilles in Dilgrace, 

hen draw Achilles, as Achilles was: 

patient, fierce, inexorable, proud, 5 
lis word his Law, his own night Hand his God. 


* I read, Scripta; in honoratum, &c. 
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Medea muſt be furious; ſhe muſt rave: 
Crafty Ixion a deſigning Knave; 
Jo a wandring Cow, and Ins ſad: 
And poor Oreſtes melancholy Mad. 
But if you'll leave thoſe Paths where moſt have; gone 
And dare to make à Perſin of your. 0wn, 
Take care you ſtill the ſame, Proportions ſtrike, 
Let all the Parts agree, and be alike. 

- Unuſual Subjects, Sir, tis hard to hit, 

It asks no common... Pains, nor common Wit; 
Rather on Subjects known your Mind employ, 
And take, from Homer, ſome old Tales of Troy, 
And bring thoſe uſual things again in view, 
Than venture on a Subject wholly, new: 
Yet you may make theſe cmmen Theams your on 
Unleſs you tteat of things too, fully known; 
Show-the lame Humonrs, and that uſual State, 
Or Word for Word too faithfully tranſlate; 
Or elſe your Pattern ſo confin'd! chuſe, L 
That you are ſtill condemn'd to follow cloſe, 
Or break all cent Meaſures to. be looſe. ö 

' Firſt, ſtrain no higher than your Voice will hold 
Nor as that * Celick Writer did of old, 
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* Scriptor Cycticusi is not, as Hake ty thought; 5 
tor Circumfoxaueus,, . ſame with what the Gre x 
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Begin ay mighty Muſe, and boldly dm, 

I fing great Priam's Fate, and noble War. bis 1 

What did he worth a Gape ſo large produce? 

The Trav'lling Mountain yields a fiily Mouſe. 
nuch better Homer, who doth, all things well, 
Muſe tell the Man, for you can ſurely tell, 

IWho, Troy once fall'n, to many Countries went, | 

And ftrily vie d the Men, and Government. _ 

As one that knows the Laws of Writing right, 

He makes Light follow Smoaks not Smork the Lights 
For ſtreight, how fierce Charybdrs rolls along! 

How Scylla roars thro? all his wendrous Song! 

Nor doth he, that he might ſeem deeply read, 
Begin the fam'd Return of Diomed, 

From Meleager 's Death; nor dives as f. 

AS Leis's Eggs, | 

For the beginning of the Trojan: War: 

ne always haſtens on to the Events, 

Aud ſtill the middle of the Tale preſents, 

As "twere the fitſt; then draws the Keader on, 5 


Till the whole Story is exactly known, 

And what he can't improve he lets alone. 

And to joins Lies and Truth, that e' ry part Wan 
nd ſeem nd Fictiom, but a teal Piece. 


rhis I, and all, as well as i, expect, 
t you wou'd have a judging Audience ſtay, 
be ** ns ag and lit out 1 the Play: 


- 


But, Sir, obferve: (Shame waits on the Negle&;) 


# obſerve 


oY wy n 


Obſerve what Humour in each Age appears, 
Then draw your fit, and lively, Characters, ( 
And ſuit their changing Minds, and changing Tears) 
A Bey that juſt ſpeaks plain, and goes alone, 
Loves childiſh Play- mates, he is angry ſoon, 
And pleas'd as ſoon; and both for nothing ſtil, 
Changing his Kumour, variovs is his Will: 

A Touth juſt looſen'd from his Tutor's Care, 
Leaves off his Books, and follows Hounds and Hatt; 
The Horſe is his Delight, or Cards and Dice, 
Rough ro Reproof, and eaſie bent to Vice: 
Inconſtant, eager, haughty, fierce and proud; 


A very flow Provider for his good, 

And prodigal of his Coin, and of his Blood, 

The full grown Man doth aim at diff' rent ends, 

He betters his Eſtate, and gets him Friends; 

He courts gay Honour, and he fears to do, 

What he muſt alter on a ſecond View: 

An Old Man's Character is hit with Eaſe, 

For he is pettiſh, and all one Diſeaſe: 

Still covetous, and ſtill he gripes for more, 

And yet he fears to uſe his preſent Store: 
Slow, long in Hope, ſtill eager to live on, 

And fond of no Man's Judgement but his own: 

On Toxths gay Frolicks peeviſhly ſevere, 

And oh when he was young, what Times they ver 

The Flow of Life brings in a wealthy Store, } 

The Ebb draws back, what · e er was brought befor®? 
And leaves a barren Sand, and naked Shore. 


* 


nd therefore when you repreſent a Tewth, 
Leſt you draw Lines, that fit a Man of growth 5 
Obſerve the juſt decorum of the Stage, 

ind how thoſe Humowrs ſtill that ſuit the Age: 
For otherwiſe *twill ſeem as fond and wild, 
s*tis to clap a Beard upon a Child. 
Whate' er a Play can comprehend, is ſhown 

pon the open Stage, or tela alone; 

E rbings only 25/4, tho? of the ſame Degree, 

or the Spectator takes in ey ry Part, 25 
The Eye's the faithfulP Servant te the Heart: 

Jet do not ev'ry Part too freely ſhew, | 
ome bear the telling, better than the view: 
Things wild or cruel do diſpleaſe the Eyes, 

ind yet when only eld, the ſame ſurpriſe ; 

Medea muſt not draw her murd*ring Knife, 

And on the Stage attempt her Childrens Life: 

or Progne fly transform'd into a Fowl, 

or Hecuba, turn'd Bitch, begin to howl: 

or Cadmus there his ſnaky Folds advance, 

hate ſuch wild improbable Romance. 

The Play that you deſign ſhou'd often pleaſe, 
Muſt have five Acts, and neither more nor leſs5 

o God appear to mend an ill-wrought Scene, 
ſalels ſome weighty Cauſe ſhall force him in: 
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Do raiſe our Paſſions leſs than-what we Joes Pea" 
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To crowd the Stage, is odious and abſurd, 


Let no fourth Actor ſtrive to ſpeak a word. 


The chorus muſt ſupply an Actor's place, 

And take his Part, this gives a nat 'ral Gracg; 
Leſt any thing between the Acts ou d ſeem, 
Not fitly ſuited to the common Theme: 
Let him commend the Good, and Friende, and Eaſe, 
Praiſe wholſome Juſtice, and love open Peace: 
Tame Paſſion, all Mens Thoughtsto Virtue win, 
And cherifh thoſe that are afraid to Sin: 
Extenuate Faults, and pray to mighty God, 
That Fate wou'd raiſe the Poor, and fink the Privd, 

The Pipe of old, was not as large as now, 
Nor gather'd all the Breath a Man cou'd blow: 
It's hollow, ſmall, and fill'd with feeble Wind, 
It cheer'd the Audience, with the Chorus join'd; 
Not made of Braſs, nor like the Trumpet loud, 
With pleafng Airs it fill'd the little Crowd: 

For then this new Delight was known to few, 
And you cou'd number thoſe that came to view, 
No wanton Luxury did taint the Stage, 
But that was mean, and modeſt as the Age. [Hand 

But when ſtrange Nations felt our Conqu'ring 

When Rome enlarg' d the bounds of her Comma 

When ffatelier Walls the did begin to raiſe, 
And Mirth, and Wine, and Sport imploy'd our Days N 
The modiſh Luxury ſpread. o'er the Plays: 
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For what cou'd pleafe ſo mix*d, ill matchd a 
| Crowd, | land Rude, 

where Cit and Clown were mix*d, the Learn d 
As ſenſeleſs as the Ox with which he plough'd?.: 
Hence did our Muſick, and our Songs increaſe, - ' 
Our Dance was artful, noble was our Dreſs: 

Our Harps improv'd, and lofty Eloquence, 

In high ſtrong Lines convey*d. unuſual Senſe : 

And pithy Sentences ſhort Truth fore: now d, 

As clear and uſeful as the Del{phian.Gad. 

The Men that firſt did ſtrive in Tragedies, - 
| When a mean Goat was all the Conqu'rors Prizez.  ,. 
Brought Satyrs naked in, or looſely dreſt, - os: 1 
And though {till grave, wou'd venture at a Jeſt. 
| This was the Bait to bribe the crowd to Nay, : S 
When Drunk and anton, and ſit out the Play. 1 

Yet Satyrs ſhou'd obſerve this decent Rule, "Md | 
And ſo turn ſerious things to Ridicule; HET n 
As not to bring a God, or Hero, down, 

Or make a Perſon grac'd with Robe and Crown, 
Talk common Talk, and fink into a Cloun: 


aner while he doth affect a lofty height, 
"I Ely up in bombeſt, and ſoar out of light. 
14nd 


For Tragedy too high to:Roop: to Jeſt, 1 
$5 Matrons dancing at a ſolemn, Feaſt, | 1 
deep decent Steps) fill, different will appear, 
rom wanton Satyrs, znadefily ſevere : 

Wt bitter Words, and domineering Phraſe; 
not the thing that 1 in Satyrs praiſe: 


wy 


* 
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Nor wou'd 1 haye the Difference drawn too far, 
And free the Satyrs froni the Tragicks Cate; 
They muſt not make a!! Perſons talk alike, 
The City Vallety and the Country Dick; 

The Chamber-maid grown impudently bold, 
When ſhe has bob'd the Lecher of his Gold: 
The down-tight Farmer, and the dowdy Sot, 

| Or eiſe the brick Companion o'er his Pot. 
I'll take 4 Common Theam, and yet excel, 

| Tho” any Man may hope to write as well; 
Yet let him try, and he ſhall ſweat in vain, 

| Idle his Labour, fruitleſs prove the Pain: 

So great the force of Art and Method ſeems, 
So much we may improve the Common Theams, 
Be ſure you never make a Satyr ſport, 

And talk, and-dance, and jeſt, as bred at Court; 
But let him ſpeak, as if in Woods he ſpoke, 
And lately taken from his Mother Oak: 

Yet never make him wantonly Abſurd, 

Nor let him flily drop one bawdy Word: 

For all our Nobles hate ſuch filthy Wit, 

They ſcornto bear ſuch Words, the choice Delight 
Of ſettiſh Tradeſmen, and the fooliſh Citt. 

- A Foot, one long, one-ſhort, 7ambus nam'd; 
Of which thoſe Meaſures, thoſe ſo juſtly fam'd, 
Call'd Trimeter Iambick Lines, are fram'd; 
When juſt fix Feet, and when thro' all the Song, 


The ſelf ſame Meaſure” $ ms one ſhort, one long: 
* Thi 


«th 
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This Foot to make the Cadence more ſevere,” 
And with a graver touch ſalute the Ear, | 
Receding ſomewhat from her nat ral right, -:; 
The gravet *Spondy kindly did admit. 
vet ſo as to fotbid it to be put, n 
Or in the fourth, or in the ſecond Foot 3 
Yet this is ſeldom ſeen in the Sublime 
| High Acciu: Verſe, or Ennius noble Rhimesz  * 
| And yet in this ſome ſhow their want of Skill, 
And make their Verſes /tandalenſly Ill: | 
And while their ſounding Rhimes tranſgreſs chisRules 
The wretched Aor's hiſt, and thought a Ou 
It is not ey ry Judge knows what's: amiſss 
Rome's too indulgent to hex Sons. in this: 8 
| What then? Shall I be looſe?. Neglect my. 1 
In hopes to find my Judges ſenſeleſs Fools 2... 
To beg an Alm which they can chuſe to ane, 
| Shall 1 ſubmit to voluntary Want 2 eat 
| Or rather think, that all my Faults will ſpy: - * 
And ſafe within mine own Perfection lye, | 
Nor need that Pardon which they can deny? 
For make the beſt: on't, I avoid the Shame, 
I'm not diſcover'd, yet deſetve no Fam, 
Read o'er the Grecks by Day, digeſt at Night, 
For thole are Standards, and juſt Rules of Wit, "2 
| Tis true, as I have heard, the former times Ml! 
Clapt Plantns wanton and uncyen Rhimess. 1... +» Wl: 
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With too much Patience both, (to Cay no more 
And call ir folty) thoſe our Fathers bore. 

Some think this harſh, but tis approv'd by you, 
Learned Sir, and I am ſure the Cenſure's true, 
If you and I know what is juſt and fir, 
- Are skill'd in cadence, and diſtinguiſh right, 
Between a bawdy Clench and genteel Wit. 
Thejpis, the firſt rhat did ſurprire the Age 
With Tragedy, ne et trod a decent Stage: 
But in a Waggon drove his Plays about, | 
And fhow'd mean antick Tricks to pleaſe the Rout; 4 
His songs uneven, rude in ev'ry Part, 
His Actors ſmutted; and the Scene a Cart. 
Next <#ſchilns did greater Art expreſs, 
He built a Stage, and taught them how to dreſs; 
In decent Motions he his Parts convey'd, 
Aud made Them look as great, as thoſe they pla 
Next theſe, 014 Comedy did pleaſe the Age, 
But ſoon their Liberty was turn'd to Rage; 
Such Rage, as Civil Pow'r was forc'd to tame, 
And by good Laws ſecure Mens injur d Fame. 
Thus was the Chorus loſt, their railing Muſe 
Sie ſilent, when forbidden ro abuſ 
Sur Latin Pets, eager after Praiſe, 
Have boldly venturd, and deſerv'd the Bays: 
They left thofe Paths, where all the Greeks have gol 
And dar d to low ſome Actions of their own: 
And wou' d our Poets be inur'd to pain, 
Aud what they once have form'd, file o'er agaij 
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Let it lie by them, and reviſe, with Cate, | F 
Our Rome would be as fam'd; for It as War. „ 
Sirs, damn thoſe Rhimes that haſty Minds do give, 
Eer Time and Care have form'd them ſit to lives 
Let many a Day, and many a Blot confinę, 0 5 
And many a Nail be par d o'er ev'xy Line. 
Becaule Democritus once fondly taught, 
(Who ever heard he had one Sober Thought 9. 
That naked Nature with a frantick Start, 
wou'd Rhime more luckily than feeble Art; 
And did allow none leave te taſte a drop 
Of Helicon, unleſs a crazy Fop : -- ... * | 
The foppiſh Humour now o'er moſt prevails,.. 
And few will ave their Beards, oz pair their Nails; 
| They ſhun Converſe, and fly to Solitude, 
Seem frantick Sots, and are deſign'dly mde:. 
For if they go but naſty, if they gain 
The Reputation of a crazy Brain, 
Streight Poets too, they mult be thought by als. 
Oh Bleckhead I that purge at Spring and Fall! 
For elſe perhaps 1 had been fam'd for Rhi imes, 
And been the greateſt Poet of the Times 
But 1 had rather keep that Senſe] have, | 
Than to be thought a Poet, Rhime and Rave: 
PII play the Vherfone, uſeleſs and untit 
To cut my ſelf, Pl ſharpen others: Wit, 
Vayiiting I will teach them how te Write: 1 


* 2 
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What gives them Matter, what exalts their Thoughts, 
And what are Ornaments, and what are Faults? 
Of Writing well theſe are the chiefeſt Springs, 
To know the Nature, and the Vſe of things: 
Right jadging Morals will the Subject thow, 
And when the Subject's found, Words freely floy; 


- . He that can tell what Care our injur d Fame, 
And what, our Mothers, what our Sifters claim; 


With what degrees of Zeal we ſhou'd defend, 
Our Conntry, Fathers, Brothers, or a Friend; 
What Suits: a Senator*s, what a Judges Care, 


What Soldier's, what a Leaders in the War: 
Jes of Honour he may boldly write, 


For he is ſure to draw-the Zmage right. 


xis my Advices let-ev'ry Painter place 
The Life before him, 'that will hit the Fice i 


So let 4 Writer look o'er Men, to ſee 


What vatious Thoughts to yarious Kinds agree; 
And thence the different Images derive, 
And make the fit Expreſſions ſeem to live: 


; & Play exactly dran, tho” often rough. 


Without the Dreſs of Art to ſet it off, 
Takes People more, and more Deli ght affords, 
Than noiſy Trifles, and meer empty Words. 


8 The AM uſes lov'd the Greeks, and bleſt with Senſt, 
They freely gave them Wit, and Eloquence; 
In thoſe they did Heroick Fancies raiſe, 

For they were covetous of nought but Praiſe; 
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But as for us, our Roman Youths are bred: 

To Trades, to caſt Account, to Write and Read: po 
Come hither, Child, (ſuppoſe 'tis Albine's Son) 
Hold up thy Head; take five from forty one, 
And what remains? juſt thirty fix: well done. | 
Add ſeven, what makes it then? juſt forty eight 
Ah thou muſt be a Man of an Eftare ! 

And when this Care for Gain all Thoughts controuls, 
When this baſe Ruſt hath cruſted o'er their Souls: 
Ne'er think that ſuch will reach a noble Height; 
Theſe Clogs mult check, theſe Weights retard their 
Poets wou' d preſit, or delight alone, (flight, 
Or join both Profit. and Delight in one: 5 
Let all your Rules be ſhort, laid plainly dong 
That doc] Minds may comprehend. chem ſoo, 

And faithful Memoties retain with eaſe; 

Short Precepts profit mubh, as well as pleaſe; 

For when we fill the narrow Mind too full, 

It runs again out of the o'er-charg*d Soul. 
Beſure what-ever pleaſant Tales you tell, 
Be ſo like Truth, that they may ſerve as well: 
And da not Lamias cating Children feign, 

Then ſhow them whole, and make them live again: 
Our grave Men ſcorn the looſe and meer jocoſe; 
our 7oxtb deſpiſe the ſtiff and the moroſe: 

But he's the Man, he with a Genius writes 
That takes them both, and profits and delights: 


ne 
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That in one Line inſtructs and pleaſes all; 


. But when he ſtrikes a Flat, he hears a Shay: 


+ PH not condemn tho'\ſome few Faults appear, 


; Forget himſelf a-while, and loofe his Theam: 
Tet if the Work be long, Sleep may ſurptize, 


a” 


* 


That Book will eaſily be ſet to Sale, 

See diſtant Countries, ſpread the Author's Name, 

And ſend him down a Theam to future Fame, 
Yet there are Faults, and Men may ſometimesen; 

And V1! forgive, \U1t not be too ſevere. 

An Artiſt always can't command his Harp, 


The greateſt Archers ſometimes miſs the Whites: 
If num reus Graces ſhine in what he writes, 


Which common Frailty leaves, or want of Cate: 
But if tho* warn'd he till repeats the ſame, | 
Who can endure, and who forbear to blame? 
Jaſt as that Fidley muſt be call'd a Sot, 

That always errs upon the ſelf-ſame Note: 
So he that makes a Book one copious Fault, \ 
As Cherilus, the greateſt Dunce that ever wrote, 
In whom if &er 1 ſee two Lines of Wit, 

I ſmile, and wonder at the lucky Hit: 

But fret to find the mighty Homer dream, 


And a ſhort Nod creep oer the watch full'it Eyes: 

Poems like Pictures, ſome when near Delight, 
At Diſtance ſome, ſome ask the cleareſt Light; 
And ſome the Shade: ſome pictures pleaſe when Wl 
And ſome when old: ſome bear a tranſient Vin 
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Some bid the Men of Skill ſeverely pry, 
come pleaſe but once, ſome always pleaſe the Eye. 
But you, dear Sir, tho* you yourſelf are wiſe, 5 


Tho' by your Father's Care, and kind Advice, 
Secure from Faults, yet pray believe me this: 
In other things a Mean may be allow'd, 

Not Beſt may ſtill be tolerable good: - 
\ Common Lawjer, though he cannot plead | | 
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Like ſmooth Meſſala, nor's ſo deeply read 


But now the Laws of God and Man deny 
middle State, and Mean in Poetry, | 
For as at Treats, or as at noble Feaſts, 
Pad Perfumes, and bad Songs diſpleaſe the Gueſts; 
zecauſe the Feaſt did not depend on theſe 3 
jo Poetry, a thing deſign'd to pleaſe, 
ompos'd for mere Delight, muſt needs be fill” 
Orc very good, or ſcandalouſly ill. 
| He that's unskilful will not toſs a. Ball, 
Nor run, nor wreſtle, for he fears the Fall; 
e juſtly fears to meet defery'd Diſgrace, 
ind that the Ring will hiſs the baffled Aſs: 
Put ev'ry one can Rhime, he's fit for that; 
Vhy not? Pm ſute he hath a good Eſtate, 
ad that may give him juſt Pretence to write, 
males a Poet, as it dubs a Knight. 
ien Bur you, Sir, know yourſelf, will wiſely chuſe, 

90 ad (till conſult the Genius of your Muſe; 

s « . 


e, 


s learn'd caſſelius, yet the Man may pleaſe, "i 
et he may be in vogue, and get his Fees: - 1 *Þ 
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And yet when-e'er you write, let ev'ry Line 
| Paſs thro” your Fathers, Mecca's Ears, or mines. 
Keep it long by you, and improve it ſtill, 
For then you may correct what - e' er you will: 
But nought can be recalPd when once tis gong 
It grows the Publich's, tis no more your own, 

Fame ſays inſpired Orpheus firſt began N 
To ſing God's Laws, and make em known to M 
Their Fierceneſs ſoften'd ſhow'd them uhole o 
And frighted all from lawleſs Luſt and Blood; Lr 
And therefore Fame hath told, his charming Lust 5 

Could tame a Lion, and correct a Brute. 
; 3 too, (as Story goes) cou'd call 
Obedient stones to make the Theban Wall; 
ne led them as he pleas' d, the Rocks obe y d 
And danc d in order to the Tunes he play d: 
5 Tyas chen the Work of Ferſe to make. Men viſt 
To lead to Virtue, and to fright from Vice: 
To make the Savage, pious, kind and juſt; 
To curb wild Rage, and bind unlawful Luft; 
To build Societies, and Force confine, 
This was the noble, this the firſt Deſign: 
This was their Aim, for this they tun'd their lu 
And hence the Poets got their firſt Repute. 
Next Hamer and Tyrteus did boldly dare 
To het braye Minds, and lead the Stout to Wi 
In Verfe their Oracles the Gods did give, 
In Verſe we were inſtructed how to live: 
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e recommends us to the Ears of Kings, . 
ud caſcth Minds when clog'd with ſerious things 3 
ad therefore, Sir, Verſe may deſerve yotir care, 

hich Gods inſpire, and Kings delight to hear. 

[Now ſome Diſpute to which-the greateſt part 
poem owes, to Nature, or to Art; . > 

t faith, to ſpeak my Thoughts, I hardly 83 | 
Phat Wieleſs Art, or Artleſs Nit can do: | 
h by it ſelf is vain Pm ſure, but join*d 

heir force is ſtrong, each proyes the others Friend, 
The Man that is reſoly'd the Prize to gain, 

oth often run, and take a world of pain; 

rHeat and Cold,.his growing Strength improye, _ 
or taſte the Joys of Wine, nor Sweets of Love? 

he good · Maſician too that's fam'd for Song, 

ath con'd his Tune, and fear'd his Maſter long: ; 

ut among Poets tis enough to ſay, 

auth I can write an admirable Play, 

ox take the hindmoſt, I am foremoſt ſtill, 

nd tho tis great, conceal his want of Skill. 

As Tradeſmen call in Folks to buy their Ware, 

oo Pennywort ha, the beſt in all the Fair; 

D wealthy Poets when they read their Plays, 

et Flatterers in, for they are paid for Praiſe: 'E 
d faith a Man that has a good Eſtate, 3 I | 
hat can oblige a Friend, and nobly Treat, 1 
Surety for the Poor, his Cauſe defend, / 
Wall never know a Flatterer from a Friend: 
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If you have been, or promis'd to he kind 
To any one, while: Joy perverts his Mind, f 
Ack not his Judgment, for he'll ſtreight conſent, 
And cry tis good, tis rare, ti: Excellent; 
Grow pale, and weep, and ſtamp at ev'ry Line, 
oh Lor d! *tis more than Man, tis all Divine 
As Hired Mourners at the Grave will howl, 

Much more than t hoſe that grieve with all their Soul, 
Thus Friends appear leſs mov'd than Counterfeity 
And Flatierers out: do, and ſhow their Cheats: 
Kings (thus ſays Story) that of old deſign'd 

To raiſe a Fav rite to a Boſom Friend, | 
' Didply him hard with W ine,unmask's his Thoughts 
And ſaw him Naked, and with all his Faults: 

So when you write, take. heed what Friend you hare 
And fear the Smiles of a deſigning Knave. 
Let good Quintilius all your Lines reviſe. 

And he will freely ſay, Mend this and this; 
Sir, I have often try d, and try d again, 
Im ſure I cant do better, ts in vains.. 
Then blot out ev'ry Word, or try once more, 
And file theſe ill tarn'd Verſes o'er and o'er: 
But if you ſeem in Love with your own Thought, 
Mote eager to defend, than mend, your Fault, 
He ſays no more, but lets the Fop go on, 


And Rival-free admire his lovely own. 


An honeſt Judge will blame cach idle Line, 
2 tell FI you mult make the Cloudy Shine; 
: Slo 
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how you what W ords are harſh, blot out the rough, 45 


Ind cut the uſeleſsgawdy Painting off: | 
ook thro” your Faults with an impartial Eye, 
nd tell you what 5 muſt cortect, and why e- 
ritique indeed, nor ſays ſha! 1 diſpleaſe 
y beneft Friend ff Such fal Toys 
heſe Toys will once to ſeriough Uſchiefs fall, 

hen he is laught at, when he's rd by all: 
or more than Mad or Poxt, Men hate the Dull, 
and ſwifily fly the ſenſeleſs Rhiming Fool, 
nd fear to touch him; Men of Senfe retire, 
he Boys abuſe, and only Fools admire ; 
vppoſe he, fird with his Poetick flame, 
uſt as a Fowler eager on his Game, 
doth fall into a Pit, and bawls aloud, 

nd calls for Pity to the laughing Crowd; 

e may bawl on, for all will ſtand and flour, 

nd not one lend an hand to help him out; 
put yet if any ſhould ;, what, was't Delign, 
dr elſe meer Chance, pray Sir, that threw him i in?; 
1 tell my Reaſons, and i ſhort relate 

| poor! Sicilian Poer's wretched Fate: 

mpedocles muſt needs be thought a God, 

nd therefore in a melancholly Mood, 

eap'd into Atua's Flames: let Poets tajs 

he rivilege to hang, and none to fave; 

or "tis no greater Cruelty to kill, 

han 'tis to ſave a Man, againſt his Will: 


© Nor was it Chance the heedleſs Whol betray'd, 
Nor the ſtrange Efforts of a erg & Head: 
Fot draw him out, rey l 4 ife again, 
He would not be con $ Man, 


"Now tis not kng 00 3 5 at N otorious Crime, 
fellows. acc condemn? d to Rhine; 
-Whecher they pile on their Father's Grave, » 
Or robb'd a Shrine; tis certain that they rave; 
And like wild Bears if once they break their Den, 
And can get looſe, worry all ſorts of Men; 
Their killing Rhymes they barb'roufty obtrude, 
And make all fly, theLearn'd, as well as Rude: 
) But then to thoſe they ſeize, they ſtill rehearſe, 
And murder the poor Wretches with their Veiſe; 
hey Khime and Kill, a curſed murd'ring Brood, 
Like e ſucking Rill, "vill Full of Blood. 


